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*  When  I  was  ten  years  old,  I  was  with  my  foster-father  on  board  a 
man-of-war, w  said  Admiral  Farragut.  <(  I  had  some  qualities  that  I 
thought  made  a  man  of  me.  I  could  swear  like  an  old  salt,  could  drink 
as  stiff  a  glass  of  grog  as  if  I  had  doubled  Cape  Horn,  and  could  smoke 
like  a  locomotive.  I  was  great  at  cards  and  fond  of  games  in  every 
shape.  At  the  close  of  dinner  one  day,  father  turned  everybody  out  of 
the  cabin,  locked  the  door,  and  said:  — 

(<  (  David,  what  do  you  mean  to  be  ? y 
(i  ( I  mean  to  follow  the  sea. > 

(<  (  Follow  the  sea!  Yes,  be  a  poor,  miserable,  drunken  sailor  before 
the  mast,  to  be  kicked  and  cuffed  about  the  world,  and  die  in  some  fever 
hospital  in  a  foreign  land.  No,  David,  no  boy  ever  trod 
the  quarter-deck  with  such  principles  as  you 
have,  and  such  habits  as  you  exhibit.  You’ll 
have  to  change  your  whole  course  of  life,  if 
you  ever  become  a  man. ) 

<(  My  father  left  me  and  went  on  deck. 

I  was  stunned  by  the  rebuke  and  over¬ 
whelmed  with  mortification.  (  A  poor,  miser¬ 
able,  drunken  sailor  before  the  mast,  to  be  kicked 
and  cuffed  about  the  world  and  die  in  some  fever 
hospital. >  (  That  is  to  be  my  fate, )  thought  I.  ( I’ll 

change  my  life  at  once.  I’ll  never  utter  another  oath, 
never  drink  another  drop  of  liquor,  and  never  gamble. >  I  have  kept 
these  three  vows  ever  since..  Shortly  after  I  had  made  them,  I  became 
a  Christian.  That  act  was  the  turning  point  in  my  destiny. w 

When  the  late  John  Sherman  was  Secretary  of  State,  a  young  man, 
the  son  of  one  of  Sherman’s  schoolmates,  wrote  to  him  for  assistance. 
He  said  that  he  had  fallen  so  low  in  life  that  there  was  no  place  for  him 
but  the  gutter;  that  existence  had  become  a  burden,  and  that  he  wanted 
to  die.  To-day,  this  same  young  man  is  a  prosperous  merchant,  in  New 
York  City.  He  says  that  his  position  is  due  to  the  advice  given  him  by 
John  Sherman,  in  answer  to  his  letter.  He  gave  permission  to  publish 
the  letter,  which  he  guards  more  carefully  than  all  his  other  pos¬ 
sessions.  Mr.  Sherman  wrote:  — 


You  say  that  your  life  has  been  a  failure,  and  that  you  are  thirty  years 
old,  and  ready  to  die.  You  say  that  you  cannot  find  work,  and  that  you 
see  no  hope  in  life.  You  say  that  your  friends  do  not  care  to  speak  to 
you  now. 

Let  me  tell  you  that  you  have  reached  that  point  in  life  when  a  man 
must  see  the  very  best  prospects  for  his  future  career.  You,  at  thirty, 
stand  on  the  bridge  that  divides  youth,  and  manhood,  The  one  is  dying, 
perhaps,  but  the  other  will  soon  burst,  young  and  hopeful,  from  the  ashes, 
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and  you  will  find  in  yourself  a  new  being, —  a  man.  Do  not  let  your  dis¬ 
content  kill  this  new  life  before  it  is  born. 

Unless  you  are  physically  deformed,  go  to  work.  Go  to  work  at  any 
honest  work,  if  it  brings  you  only  a  dollar  a  day.  Then  learn  to  live 
within  that  dollar.  Pay  no  more  than  ten  cents  for  a  meal,  and  twenty 
cents  for  a  bed,  and  save  as  much  of  the  balance  as  you  can,  and  with 
the  same  intensity  as  you  would  save  your  mother’s  life.  Make  the  most  of 
your  appearance.  Do  not  dress  gaudily,  but  cleanly. 

Abandon  liquor  as  you  would  abandon  a  pestilence,  for  liquor  is  the 
curse  that  wrecks  more  lives  than  all  the  horrors  of  the  world  combined. 

If  you  are  a  man  of  brains,  as  your  letter  leads  me  to  believe  you  are, 
wait  until  you  are  in  a  condition  to  seek  your  level,  and  then  seek  it  with 
courage  and  tenacity.  It  may  take  time  to  reach  it;  it  may  take  years,  but 
you  will  surely  reach  it,  —  you  will  turn  from  the  workingman  into  the  busi¬ 
ness  man,  or  the  professional  man,  with  so  much  ease  that  you  will  marvel 
at  it.  But  have  one  ideal,  and  aim  for  it.  No  ship  ever  reached  its  port 
by  sailing  for  a  dozen  other  ports  at  the  same  time. 

Be  contented,  for  without  contentment  there  is  no  love  or  friendship,  and 
without  those  blessings  life  is,  indeed,  a  hopeless  case.  Learn  to  love  your 
books,  for  there  is  pleasure,  instruction,  and  friendship  in  books.  Go  to 
church,  for  the  church  helps  to  ease  the  pains  of  life.  But  never  be  a  hypo¬ 
crite  ;  if  you  cannot  believe  in  God,  believe  in  your  honor.  Listen  to  music, 
whenever  you  can,  for  music  charms  the  mind,  and  fills  a  man  with  lofty 
ideals. 

Cheer  up!  Never  want  to  die.  Why,  I  am  twice  your  age,  and  over,  and 
I  do  not  want  to  die.  Get  out  into  the  world.  Work,  eat,  sleep,  read,  and 
talk,  about  the  great  events  of  the  day,  even  if  you  are  forced  to  go  among 
laborers.  Take  the  first  honest  work  you  get,  and  then  be  steady,  patient, 
industrious,  saving,  kind,  polite,  studious,  temperate,  ambitious,  gentle,  lov¬ 
ing,  strong,  honest,  courageous,  and  contented. 

Be  all  these,  and,  when  thirty  years  more  have  passed  away,  just  notice 
how  young  and  beautiful  the  world  is,  and  how  young  and  happy  you  are!' 

(Signed)  John  Sherman. 

The  Law  of  Habit  touches  upon  everything  we  do  in  life.  <(  Regu¬ 
lar  work, w  says  a  recent  writer,  "and  equally  regular  recreation,  daily 
work  and  daily  recreation,  these  make  up  a  wholesome  regimen. 

<(  Kant,  of  Konigsberg,  labored  year  after  year,  without  haste  and 
without  rest,  working  all  the  day  and  half  the  night,  except  that  every 
afternoon  he  appeared  at  precisely  the  same  hour  in  his  garden,  for  a 
long  walk  under  the  linden  trees.  Heine  says  that  the  neighbors  used 
to  set  their  watches  by  him,  little  thinking  of  the  philosophical  systems 
that  the  brown-coated  old  professor  was  calmly  destroying  each  morning 
to  make  room  for  his  own. 

(<  John  Ericsson  was  an  example  of  the  efficacy  of  regular  habits;  he 
lived  for  twenty  years  in  one  house  in  New  York,  eating  almost  exactly 


NOTICE. 


HOW  TO  OPEN  A  BOOK . 

From  “Modem  Bookbinding.” 

Hold  the  book  with  its  back  on  a  smooth  op 
Dvered  table;  let  the  front  board  down,  then 
le  other,  holding  the  leaves  in  one  hand  while 
du  open  a  few  leaves  at  the  back,  then  a  few  at 
3.e  front,  and  so  on,  alternately  opening  back 
nd  front,  gently  pressing  open  the  sections  till 
ou  reach  the  center  of  the  volume.  Do  this  two 
r  three  times  and  you  will  obtain  the  best  re- 
ilts.  Open  the  volume  violently  or  carelessly 
1  any  one  place  and  you  will  likely  break  the 
ack  and  cause  a  start  in  the  leaves.  Never 
orce  the  back  of  the  book. 

“A  connoisseur  many  years  ago,  an  excellent 
ustomer  of  mine,  who  thought  he  knew  per- 
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the  same  kind  of  breakfast  and  dinner  every  day  for  twenty  years,  and 
spending  most  of  his  time  at  his  desk ;  he  lived  on  graham  bread,  fruit, 
tea,  chops,  and  steak;  he  took  an  hour’s  walk  every  evening;  he  worked 
at  desk  or  drafting-board  all  the  rest  of  the  time  from  six  in  the  morn¬ 
ing  till  midnight. 

(<  Perhaps  more  remarkable  than  either  Kant  or  Ericsson  as  a  steady 
machine  was  the  great  French  dictionary-maker,  Emile  Littre.  His 
book,  which  consumed  thirteen  years  in  the  mere  printing  (1859-72), 
is  one  of  the  three  or  four  really  monumental  lexicons.  He  did  not  be¬ 
gin  the  task  till  he  was  forty-five,  and  he  labored  at  it  incessantly  for 
thirty  years.  He  has  himself  told  the  method  of  his  daily  work.  The 
wonder  is  that  he  remained  cheerful  and  charming  throughout  the  whole 
period.  He  says :  — ■_ 

«  <  My  rule  of  life  included  the  twenty-four  hours  of  the  day  and  night,  so  as 
to  bestow  the  least  possible  amount  of  time  on  the  current  calls  of  existence. 

.  .  .  I  rose  at  eight;  very  late,  you  will  say,  for  so  busy  a  man.  Wait  an 

instant.  While  they  put  my  bedroom  in  order,  which  was  also  my  study,  I 
went  downstairs  with  some  work  in  hand.  It  was  thus,  for  example,  that  I 
composed  the  preface  of  the  dictionary.  I  had  learned  from  Chancellor 
d’Agnesseau  the  value  of  unoccupied  minutes.  At  nine  I  set  to  work  to  cor¬ 
rect  proofs  until  the  hour  of  our  midday  meal.  At  one  I  resumed  work,  and 
wrote  my  papers  for  the  (<  Journal  des  Savants, w  to  which  I  was  from  1855  a 
regular  contributor.  From  three  to  six  I  went  on  with  the  dictionary.  At 
six,  punctually,  wre  dined,  which  took  about  an  hour.  They  say  it  is  un¬ 
wholesome  to  work  directly  after  dinner,  but  I  have  never  found  it  so.  It  is 
so  much  time  won  from  the  exigencies  of  the  body.  Starting  again  at  seven 
in  the  evening,  I  stuck  to  the  dictionary.  My  first  stage  took  me  to  mid¬ 
night,  when  my  wife  and  daughter  (who  were  my  assistants)  retired.  I  then 
worked  on  till  three  in  the  morning,  by  which  time  my  daily  task  was  usually 
completed.  If  it  was  not,  I  worked  on  later;  and,  more  than  once,  in  the 
long  days  of  summer,  I  have  put  out  my  lamp  and  continued  to  work  by  the 
light  of  the  coming  dawn.  However,  at  three  in  the  morning,  I  generally 
laid  down  my  pen  and  put  my -papers  in  order  for  the  following  day,  —  that 
day  which  had  already  begun.  Habit  and  regularity  had  extinguished  all  ex¬ 
citement  in  my  work.  I  fell  asleep  as  easily  as  a  man  of  leisure  does,  and 
woke  at  eight,  as  men  of  leisure  do.  But  these  vigils  were  not  without  their 
charm.  A  nightingale  had  built  her  nest  in  a  row  of  limes  that  crosses  the 
garden,  and  she  filled  the  silence  of  the  night  and  of  the  country  with  her 
limpid  and  tuneful  notes. >w 

(<  Physiologists  tell  us,”  says  Waters,  w  that  it  takes  twenty-eight 
years  for  the  brain  to  attain  its  full  development.  If  this  is  so,  why 
should  not  one  be  able,  by  his  own  efforts,  to  give  this  long-growing  or¬ 
gan  a  particular  bent,  a  peculiar  character  ?  Why  should  the  will  not  be 
brought  to  bear  upon  the  formation  of  the  brain  as  well  as  of  the  back- 
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bone  ?  *  The  will  is  merely  our  steam  power,  and  we  may  put  it  to  any 
work  we  please.  It  will  do  our  bidding,  whether  it  be  building  up  a 
character,  or  tearing  it  down.  It  may  be  applied  to  building  up  a 
habit  of  truthfulness  and  honesty,  or  of  falsehood  and  dishonor.  It  will 
help  to  build  up  a  man  or  a  brute,  a  hero  or  a  coward.  It  will  strengthen 
resolution  until  one  may  almost  perform  miracles,  or  it  may  be  dissi¬ 
pated  in  irresolution  and  inaction,  until  life  is  a  wreck.  It  will  hold  you 
to  your  task  until  you  have  formed  a  powerful  habit  of  industry  and  ap¬ 
plication,  until  idleness  and  inaction  are  painful,  or  it  will  lead  you  into 
indolence  and  listlessness,  until  every  effort  will  be  disagreeable  and  suc¬ 
cess  impossible. 

A  wise  teacher  says  to  his  pupils:  (<  What  we  are  this  minute,  what 
we  do  this  minute,  what  we  think  this  minute,  will  be  read  in  our  future 
characters,  as  truly  as  a  word  spoken  into  a  phonograph  will  be  repro¬ 
duced  in  the  future.  * 

A  writer  upon  indoor  games  and  outdoor  sports  says  this:  ftThe 
foundation  of  all  the  qualities  of  a  man  are  laid  in  a  great  measure  in 
the  games  and  plays  of  childhood,  and  that  their  nature  determines 
whether  the  result  will  be  good  or  evil.  It  is  very  necessary  that  the 
greatest  care  should  be  exercised  at  this  time  of  a  boy’s  life,  in  supervis¬ 
ing  his  recreations  and  amusements.  He  should  learn  that  subordina¬ 
tion  of  self  and  cooperation  are  essentials  of  successful  team  work.  He 
finds  that  if  he  has  no  consideration  for  others,  he  will  receive  little 
himself.  Self-control,  honesty,  and  other  moral  qualities,  can  be  made 
habits  or  not  as  the  boy  observes  them  in  play.  The  reason  for  this  is 
that  play  is  real  to  the  young  child.  It  is  his  serious  business.  It  is  more 
true  to  him  than  the  affairs  of  grown  people,  and  therefore  it  is  neces¬ 
sary  that  false  ideals  should  get  no  chance  to  be  adopted;  for,  as  the  child 
grows  older,  he  does  not  discard  the  old  and  then  get  a  new  set  of  ideas, 
but  to  what  he  first  learned  he  adds  the  experience  of  his  age,  whatever 
that  may  be.  It  is  the  first  knowledge  that  makes  the  point  of  view  from 
which  all  later  ideas  and  events  are  considered,  and  which  modifies  them.)) 

What  is  true  of  education  by  games  is  true  of  education  in  manners, 
—  it  is  of  the  utmost  importance  to  start  right. 

Some  people  find  it  impossible  to  keep  still  for  a  moment.  They 
must  have  hands  or  feet  or  some  part  of  the  body  in  continual  motion. 
I  have  known  boys  and  girls  to  play  with  their  knives  and  forks,  and 
to  drum  with  their  fingers  on  the  table.  To  sit  quietly  in  repose  seems  to 
be  a  lost -art  with  them.  Chewing  gum,  holding  toothpicks  or  other  bits 
of  wood  between  the  teeth,  playing  with  the  under  lip,  or  constantly 
rocking,  are  all  harmless  but  disagreeable. 

While  habits  of  this  class  do  not  mar  the  character  or  lower  the 
morals,  they  detract  from  that  perfect  good  breeding  which  is  no  small 


A  BUNDLE  OF  IRON  HABITS 


4565 


factor  in  gaining  success;  they  annoy  fastidious  employers,  repel 
hostesses,  and  are  often  trials  even  to  one’s  friends.  They  should  be 
done  away  with  just  as  surely  as  more  harmful  habits. 

This  same  law  holds  good  in  the  repetition  of  acts  of  all  kinds,  whether 
moral  or  immoral.  The  habit  of  rising  at  a  certain  hour  in  the  morning, 
of  meeting  engagements  promptly,  of  being  always  courteous,  of  being 
methodical  and  systematic,  of  stating  everything  exactly,  of  being  scru¬ 
pulously  honest,  of  being  never  idle,  would  be  a  blessing  in  after-life 
which  could  hardly  be  overestimated.  These  habits  would  wear  their 
beaten  tracks  in  the  soft  nerve  and  brain  tissues,  and  would  become  so 
thoroughly  intrenched  in  the  constitution  of  the  brain  and  mind,  as  to 
require  long-continued  and  painful  effort  to  break  them  up  and  substi¬ 
tute  their  opposites.  Character-building  is  right  habit-making;  and  to 
neglect  an  oft-repeated  habit,  or  substitute  its  opposite,  would  be  much 
more  painful  and  difficult  than  to  repeat  the  habitual  act. 

The  habit  of  happy  thought  would  transform  the  commonest  life  into 
harmony  and  beauty.  The  will  is  almost  omnipotent  to  determine  hab¬ 
its  which  virtually  are  omnipotent.  The  habit  of  directing  a  firm  and 
steady  will  upon  those  things  which  tend  to  produce  harmony  of  thought 
would  produce  happiness  and  contentment  even  in  the  most  lowly  occu¬ 
pations.  The  will,  rightly  drilled,  can  drive  out  all  discordant  thoughts, 
and  produce  a  reign  of  perpetual  harmony. 

Superintendent  Terhune  turned  to  the  pupils  in  his  audience  recently, 
saying:  (<  This  is  exactly  what  I  wish  to  impress  upon  you  now,  while 
your  bodies  are  elastic  and  your  minds  plastic :  if  I  could  lead  all  pupils 
in  their  teens  to  study  the  youthful  days  of  our  famous  men  and  women 
of  the  past  and  present,  and  then  lay  out  their  own  life-work  carefully 
with  the  highest  aims,  I  would  cheerfully  relinquish  my  own  life. 

w  Four  habits  are  especially  valuable, —  punctuality,  accuracy,  steadi¬ 
ness,  and  dispatch.  Without  the  first,  time  is  wasted;  without  the  second, 
mistakes  the  most  hurtful  to  our  own  credit  and  interest,  and  to  those 
of  others,  may  be  committed;  without  the  third,  nothing  can  be  well 
done;  and  without  the  fourth,  opportunities  of  great  advantage  are  lost, 
which  it  is  impossible  to  recall. ” 

Many  an  extraordinary  man  has  developed  from  a  boy  of  very  or¬ 
dinary  qualities,  except  when  roused  to  his  best  action;  but,  in  order  to 
accomplish  it,  we  must  begin  with  him  while  he  is  young.  Is  it  not  as¬ 
tonishing  what  training  will  do  for  a  rough,  uncouth,  and  even  dull  lad, 
if  he  has  good  material  in  him  ?  Yet  he  must  come  under  the  tutelage 
of  a  skilled  educator  before  bad  habits  have  become  confirmed. 

<(  What  we  do  upon  some  great  occasion, ”  says  Liddon,  <(  will  proba¬ 
bly  depend  on  what  we  already  are;  and  what  we  are  will  be  the  result 
of  previous  years  of  self-discipline.” 
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Washington  at  thirteen  wrote  one  hundred  and  ten  maxims  of  civility 
and  good  behavior,  and  was  most  careful  in  the  formation  of  all  habits. 
Franklin,  too,  devised  a  plan  of  self-improvement  and  character-building. 
No  doubt  the  noble  characters  of  these  two  men,  almost  superhuman  in 
their  excellence,  were  the  natural  result  of  their  earlv  care  and  earnest 
striving  toward  perfection. 

Nearly  all  the  achievements  of  the  human  race  are  but  the  ac¬ 
complishments  of  habit.  We  speak  of  the  power  of  Gladstone  to 
accomplish  so  much  in  a  day  as  something  marvelous;  but  when  we  an¬ 
alyze  that  power  we  find  it  composed  very  largely  of  the  results  of  habit. 
His  mighty  momentum  was  rendered  possible  only  by  the  law  of  the 
power  of  habit.  He  was  a  great  bundle  of  habits,  which  all  his  life  he  was 
forming.  His  habit  of  industry,  no  doubt,  was  irksome  and  tedious  at 
first,  but,  practised  so  conscientiously  and  persistently,  it  gained  such 
momentum  as  to  astonish  the  world.  His  habit  of  thought,  close,  per¬ 
sistent,  and  strong,  made  him  a  power.  He  formed  the  habit  of  accu¬ 
rate,  keen  observation,  allowing  nothing  to  escape  his  attention,  until  he 
could  observe  more  in  half  a  day  in  London  than  a  score  of  men  who 
have  eyes  but  see  not.  Thus  he  multiplied  himself  many  times. 

By  the  habit  of  accuracy  he  avoided  many  a  repetition ;  and  so,  during 
his  lifetime,  he  saved  years  of  precious  time. 

What  is  put  into  the  first  of  life  is  put  into  the  whole  of  life.  Take 
good  care  of  the  first  twenty  years  of  your  life,  and  you  may  hope  that 
the  last  twenty  will  take  good  care  of  you. 

If  we  seldom  see  much  change  in  people  after  they  get  to  be  twenty- 
five  or  thirty  years  of  age,  except  in  going  further  in  the  way  they  have 
started,  it  is  a  great  comfort  to  think  that,  when  one  is  young,  it  is  almost 
as  easy  to  acquire  a  good  habit  as  a  bad  one. 

If  we  do  not  look  up,  we  shall  look  down.  If  we  do  not  go  forward, 
we  shall  go  backward.  There  must  be  an  upward  tendency  in  the  life 
or  we  shall  retrograde  toward  barbarism. 

Lord  Brougham  said:  <(  I  trust  everything  under  God  to  habit,” 
<(  upon  which,  in  all  ages,  the  lawgiver  as  well  as  the  schoolmaster  has 
mainly  placed  reliance, —  habit,  which  makes  everything  easy,  and  casts 
all  difficulties  upon  the  deviation  from  our  wonted  course.” 

All  our  deeds  are  recorded  with  an  iron  pen,  even  to  the  smallest  de¬ 
tail.  The  Recording  Angel  is  no  myth;  it  is  found  in  ourselves. 

The  chains  of  habit  are  generally  too  small  to  be  felt  till  they  are  too  strong 
to  be  broken.  — Samuel  Johnson. 

You  cannot,  in  any  given  case,  by  any  sudden  and  single  effort,  will  to  be 
true  if  the  habit  of  your  life  has  been  insincerity.  —  F.  W.  Rofertson. 

Be  not  deceived;  God  is  not  mocked:  for,  whatsoever  a  man  soweth,  that  shall 
he  also  reap.  _ gT  pAUI 
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(<  What  the  governor  is  to  an  engine,  that  is  self-control  to  a  man.,) 

Teach  self-denial,  and  make  its  practice  pleasurable,  and  you  create  for  the 
world  a  destiny  more  sublime  than  ever  issued  from  the  brain  of  the  wildest 
dreamer.  — Walter  Scott. 

Every  man  has  a  weak  side.  Every  wise  man  knows  where  it  is,  and  will 
be  sure  to  keep  a  double  guard  there.  — Mason. 

M  There  is  no  outer  liberty  apart  from  inner  liberty;  control  of  affairs  is  first 
control  of  self,  and  ungoverned  passions  must  forever  mean  shipwreck  of  life,  de¬ 
struction,  and  death.M 

I  will  be  lord  over  myself. —  Goethe. 

Chain  up  the  unruly  legion  of  thy  breast;  lead  thine  own  captivity  captive, 
and  be  Caesar  within  thyself.  — Thomas  Browne. 

Self-reverence,  self-knowledge,  self-control. 

These  three  alone  lead  life  to  sovereign  power. 

—  Tennyson. 

No  other  man  is  such  a  conqueror  as  the  man  who  has  defeated  himself. 

—  H.  W.  Beecher. 


All  men  that  are  ruined  are  ruined  on  the  side  of  their  natural  propensities. 

—  Burke. 


Real  glory 

Springs  from  the  quiet  conquest  of  ourselves; 
And  without  that  the  conqueror  is  naught 
But  the  first  slave.  — Thomson. 


The  secret  of  all  success  is  to  know  how  to  deny  yourself.  If  you  once  learn 
to  get  the  whip-hand  of  yourself,  that  is  the  best  educator.  Prove  to  me  that  you 
can  control  yourself,  and  I’ll  say  you’re  an  educated  man,  and  without  this  all  edu¬ 
cation  is  good  for  next  to  nothing.  — Mrs.  Oliphant. 

He  that  would  govern  others  should  first  be  the  master  of  himself. 

—  Massinger. 


Keep  cool,  and  you  command  everybody. —  St.  Just. 


When  Andrew  Jackson  visited  New  York  during  his  presidency, 
some  mishap  occurred  as  the  steamboat  approached  the  pier, 
for  which  an  apology  was  made  by  a  young  man.  The  latter 
was  evidently  much  flurried.  The  President  gave  him  this  piece  of 
advice : — 

(<  When  you  have  something  to  accomplish,  take  all  the  time  for  re¬ 
flection  that  the  circumstances  permit;  but  when  the  time  for  action  has 
come,  stop  thinking!  ” 

Thinking,  <(  when  the  time  for  action  has  come,”  blurs  the  vision. 
Self-control  demands  the  single  eye. 

Three  of  the  principal  rivers  of  Scotland,  the  Annan,  the  Tweed,  and 
the  Clyde,  rise  from  the  same  hillside.  At  a  place  called  Wolf  Clyde, 
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not  far  from  the  spot  where  the  Clyde  begins  to  flow,  the  valley  through 
which  the  stream  of  the  Biggar  runs  stretches  between  the  Clyde  and  the 
Tweed;  and,  as  its  level  is  only  a  little  higher  than  the  bed  of  the  Clyde, 
during  a  high  flood,  once  in  three  or  four  years,  part  of  the  water  of  the 
Clyde  overflows  its  channel  and  runs  into  the  Biggar  stream,  and  is  car¬ 
ried  by  it  into  the  Tweed.  You  can  understand  how  easy  it  would  be  to 
send  the  Clyde  to  Berwick  instead  of  to  Glasgow,  to  the  German  Ocean 
instead  of  to  the  Atlantic,  and  so  alter  the  whole  character  of  both  the 
east  and  west  of  Scotland. 

“  Now  this  is  an  apt  illustration  of  what  sometimes  happens  in 
human  life, ”  says  a  writer.  “You  will  have  noticed  that  it  is  during  a 
high  flood  that  some  of  the  water  of  the  Clyde  overflows  into  the  chan¬ 
nel  of  a  stream  that  carries  it  away  in  a  direction  altogether  different 
from  that  of  the  river  of  which  it  had  previously  formed  a  part.  And 
so  it  is  often  during  a  high  flood  of  passion  that  the  stream  of  human 
life  is  turned  from  its  usual  course,  and  made  to  flow  in  an  entirely  op¬ 
posite  direction.  A  moment  of  anger,  of  pride,  or  unbelief,  or  strong 
temptation,  may  so  swell  the  current  of  life  as  to  cause  it  to  overflow  its 
banks,  and  completely  change  its  whole  future  destiny.  It  was  so  with 
Moses.  At  the  waters  of  Meribah,  the  high  flood  of  passion  took  place 
which  caused  the  stream  of  his  life  to  disappear  in  the  wilderness,  in¬ 
stead  of  going  on  across  the  border  into  the  Promised  Land.  That  rock 
which  he  smote  twice  in  hasty  anger,  sorely  tried  by  the  ingratitude  and 
faithlessness  of  the  Israelites,  was  the  watershed  of  his  life, —  the 
obstacle  that  turned  the  swollen  stream  aside  from  its  proper  course, 
and  made  the  lawgiver  die  on  the  lonely  mount  of  the  desert,  instead  of 
leading  his  people  triumphantly  into  the  land  flowing  with  milk  and 
honey.  ” 

The  want  of  proper  control  over  one’s  words  and  actions  is  a  fruit¬ 
ful  cause  of  failure,  a  constant  handicap  in  the  race  for  preferment,  and 
has  always  been  so  recognized.  “For  want  of  self-restraint,”  remarks 
Samuel  Smiles,  “many  men  are  engaged  all  their  lives  in  fighting  with 
difficulties  of  their  own  making,  and  rendering  success  impossible  by 
their  own  outbreaks;  while  others,  it  may  be,  much  less  gifted,  make 
their  way  by  simple  patience,  equanimity,  and  self-control.”  Locke, 
the  profound  English  thinker,  tells  us  that  the  man  that  has  not  the 
mastery  over  his  own  inclinations,  that  knows  not  how  to  resist  the  im¬ 
portunity  of  present  pleasure  or  pain  for  the  sake  of  what  reason  tells 
him  is  fit  to  be  done,  wants  the  true  principle  of  virtue,  and  is  in  danger 
of  never  being  good  for  anything. 

The  great  leaders  of  men  have  been  characterized  by  remarkable 
self-control.  The  peculiarity  and  strength  of  Washington’s  character, 
and  the  key  to  his  success,  was  that  great  self-possession  and  calmness 
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which  enabled  him  to  judge  and  to  act  with  a  foresight  and  a  confidence 
impossible  to  men  of  equally  forcible  gifts  but  less  self-disciplined. 

Gilbert  Stuart,  who  painted  his  portrait,  stated 
Washington  had  a  violent  temper,  but  kept  it  under 
wonderful  control,  a  statement  to  which  the  latter 
assented  when  informed  of  the  remark. 

Scott,  the  novelist,  says  of  Napoleon  Bonaparte 
that  he  could  dismiss  from  his  face  all  expression 
except  a  vague,  indefinite  smile,  making  his  features 
assume  the  fixedness  and  rigidity  of  a  marble  bust. 

When  Napoleon  was  landed  on  St.  Helena,  he 
was  conducted  to  a  small,  unfurnished  room,  in  which 
he  passed  his  first  night  on  his  iron  camp  bedstead, 
on  which  was  spread  a  mattress  brought  from  the  English 
frigate  (<  Northumberland. ”  The  next  day  he  was  shown  his  future 
home,  a  dilapidated  hut  which  had  been  originally  a  cow-house,  but 
had  received  some  repairs.  It  stood  in  a  ravine  three  miles  from  the 
island  village,  almost  encircled  by  crags  and  peaks  of  rock  which  shut 
out  all  view  of  the  sea.  There,  six  thousand  miles  from  Europe,  and 
twelve  hundred  miles  from  the  nearest  point  of  Africa,  under  a  burning 
tropical  sun,  which  makes  the  climate  so  unhealthy  that  liver  complaint 
and  dysentery  rage  so  fearfully  that  there  is  no  instance  of  a  native  or  a 
slave  having  reached  the  age  of  fifty  )^ears,  the  man  whose  victorious 
legions  had  shaken  Europe  for  a  quarter  of  a  century  was  to  sink  to  an 
untimely  grave,  his  death  from  cancer  of  the  stomach  to  be  hastened  by 
the  frightful  trials  of  the  climate.  His  guards  looked  upon  him  as  a 
caged  eagle,  and  so  fearful  were  they  that  his  genius  and  personal  pop¬ 
ularity  might  rescue  him,  that  they  sent  for  two  more  English  frigates, 
saying  that  seven  men-of-war  were  not  enough  to  make  sure  that  he 
could  not  escape.  Yet  no  sooner  was  this  vanquished  man  established 
in  his  living  tomb,  as  it  were,  than  he  assumed  a  systematic  mode  of 
life  and  assigned  to  each  hour  a  definite  duty.  Even  with  time  slipping 
forever  from  his  grasp,  and  apparently  without  an  object  left  in  life,  he 
hoarded  the  moments  as  if  they  were  more  than  gold.  What  a  lesson 
for  the  thousands  of  loafers  and  dawdlers,  and  even  for  the  millions  of 
well-meaning  people  who  are  constantly  thinking  Jiozv  to  pass  azvay  their 
time  ! 

In  early  life,  Abraham  Lincoln  was  exceedingly  quick-tempered  and 
combative.  He  learned  self-control  later,  and  became  one  of  the  most 
patient  of  men.  He  said  of  this  trait:  (<  I  learned  during  the  Black 
Hawk  War  the  necessity  of  controlling  my  temper,  and  that  good  habit 
has  stuck  by  me  ever  since.”  It  was  one  of  the  chief  elements  that  made 
possible  his  wonderful  control  of  others. 
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General  Grant  was  equally  calm,  self-reliant,  and  unperturbed,  either 
at  the  sight  of  regiments  breaking  in  defeat,  or  before  the  hero-worship 
of  a  nation,  on  the  return  of  his  victorious  army  into  Washington  in  the 
Grand  Review  of  the  Army  of  the  Republic. 

(<  It  is  the  man  that  is  cool  and  collected, ®  remarks  Diderot,  the 
French  philosopher,  (<that  is  master  of  his  countenance,  his  voice,  his 
actions,  his  gestures,  of  every  part,  who  can  work  upon  others  at  his 
pleasure. ®  <(  No  one  who  cannot  master  himself,®  says  Goethe,  the  poet 

and  philosopher,  <(  is  worthy  to  rule,  and  only  he  can  rule.® 

Alexander  mastered  Bucephalus  and  conquered  the  world,  but  he 
never  mastered  Alexander,  and  so  died  ingloriously  at  the  age  of  thirty- 
two. 

Some  years  after  the  eminent  John  Stuart  Blackie  became  professor 
of  Greek  in  the  University  of  Edinburgh,  the  students  noticed,  at  the 
opening  of  a  college  term,  that,  under  the  pressure  of  cares  and  labors, 
their  hot-tempered  professor  had  become  unusually  sensitive  and  exact¬ 
ing.  Students  desiring  admission  were  arranged  in  line  before  his  desk 
for  examination.  (<  Show  your  papers,  ®  said  the  professor.  As  they 
obeyed,  one  lad  awkwardly  held  up  his  papers  in  his  left  hand.  (<  Hold 
them  up  properly,  sir,  in  your  right  hand,®  said  the  professor.  The  em¬ 
barrassed  pupil  stammered  out  something  indistinctly,  but  still  kept  his 
left  hand  raised.  <(  The  right  hand,  ye  loon  !  ®  shouted  the  professor. 
w  Sir,  I  hae  nae  right  hand,®  said  the  agitated  lad,  holding  up  his  right 
arm,  which  ended  at  the  wrist.  A  storm  of  indignant  hisses  burst  from 
the  boys,  but  the  great  man  leaped  down  from  the  platform,  flung  his 
arm  over  the  boy’s  shoulder,  and  drew  him  to  his  breast,  and,  breaking 
into  the  broad  Scotch  of  his  childhood,  in  a  voice  soft  with  emotion,  yet 
audible  in  the  hush  that  had  fallen  on  the  class,  said :  <(  Eh,  laddie,  for- 

gie  me  that  I  was  over  rough;  I  dinna  mean  to  hurt  you,  lad.  I  dinna 
ken  !  ®  Then,  turning  with  tearful  eyes  to  the  class,  he  said:  <(  I  thank 
God  He  has  given  me  gentlemen  to  teach  who  can  ca’  me  to  account 
when  I  go  astray.®  That  honest  word  captured  the  boys  forever,  and 
their  cheers  were  as  hearty  as  their  hisses  had  been  indignant. 

In  this  matter  of  self-control,  it  is  well  to  remember  that  significant 
utterance  of  Holy  Writ:  (<  Let  him  that  thinketh  he  standeth  take  heed 
lest  he  fall,®  for  nowhere  are  the  words  more  true. 

w  Half  the  sorrows  of  women,®  says  George  Eliot,  <(  would  be  averted 
if  they  could  repress  the  speech  they  know  to  be  useless, —  nay,  the 
speech  they  have  resolved  not  to  utter.® 

How  sweet  the  serenity  of  habitual  self-command!  How  many  sting¬ 
ing  self-reproaches  it  spares  us!  When  does  a  man  feel  more  at  ease 
with  himself  than  when  he  has  passed  through  a  sudden  and  strong 
provocation  without  speaking  a  word ,  or  in  undisturbed  good  humor! 
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When,  on  the  contrary,  does  he  feel  a  deeper  humiliation  than  when 
he  is  conscious  that  anger  has  made  him  betray  himself  by  word,  look, 
or  action  ? 

In  one  of  Dr.  Burton’s  Yale  lectures  the  following  advice  was  given: 
<(  When  trouble  is  brewing,  keep  still.  When  slander  is  getting  on  its 
legs,  keep  still.  When  your  feelings  are  hurt,  keep  still  till  you  recover 
from  your  excitement,  at  any  rate.  Things  look  differently  through  an 
unagitated  eye.  In  a  commotion,  once,  I  wrote  a  letter  and  sent  it,  and 
wished  I  had  not.  In  my  later  years  I  had  another  commotion,  and 
wrote  a  long  letter;  but  life  had  rubbed  a  little  sense  into  me,  and  I  kept 
that  letter  in  my  pocket  against  the  day  when  I  could  look  it  over  with¬ 
out  agitation  and  without  tears.  I  was  glad  I  did.  Silence  is  the  most 
massive  thing  conceivable  sometimes.  It  is  strength  in  its  very  grand¬ 
eur.  It  is  like  a  regiment  ordered  to  stand  still  in  the  mid-fury  of  battle. 
To  plunge  in  wTere  twice  as  easy.  ” 

It  is  exceedingly  interesting,  and  not  without  encouragement,  to  note 
in  this  connection  how  many  world-famous  ones,  who  have  had  to  strug¬ 
gle  with  infirmity  of  temper,  have  at  length  made  an  almost  entire  con¬ 
quest  of  themselves.  Rudolf  of  Hapsburg,  for  instance,  we  are  assured, 
was  by  nature  warm  and  choleric,  but  as*  he  advanced  in  years,  he  cor¬ 
rected  this  defect.  Upon  some  of  his  friends  expressing  their  wonder 
that,  since  his  elevation  to  the  imperial  dignity,  he  had  restrained  the 
vehemence  of  his  temper,  the  founder  of  the  House  of  Austria  replied : 
(<  I  have  often  repented  of  being  passionate ;  never  of  being  mild  and 
humane.”  Robert  Peel  was  by  nature  afflicted  with  a  most  violent 
temper.  By  degrees,  however,  he  obtained  the  mastery  of  this  infirmity 
so  effectually  that  he  passed  with  the  world  at  a  distance  as  a  man  of  a 
singularly  cold  and  phlegmatic  temperament.  The  same  was  true  of 
Sydney  Smith,  the  famous  canon  of  St.  Paul’s,  and  of  Dr.  Chalmers. 
Surely,  the  world  seldom  imagines  the  struggles  within,  or  the  heroic 
discipline  which  at  length  confers  upon  a  man  that  greatest  of  all 
triumphs,  the  mastery  of  himself. 

As  one  goes  onward  in  life,  he  is  perpetually  confronted  by  that 
which  he  ought  to  do,  and  that  which  he  oug]it  not  to  do,  and  the  strug¬ 
gle  between  inclination  and  duty  is  often  very  severe.  But  let  us  never 
for  a  moment  forget  that  it  is  not  what  we  wish  to  do,  but  what  we  ought 
to  do,  that  is  to  make  us  happy  and  give  us  peace.  A  trenchant  writer 
has  said:  — 

(<  Dr.  Ought,  your  friend  and  constant  companion,  will  never  quit  you 
this  side  of  eternal  damnation.  If  you  ever  miss  him  at  your  side,  go  jump 
off  the  bridge,  for  you  will  afterward  harm  your  fellow-men.  He  is  the 
only  man  that  can  call  you  a  dog  without  insulting  you.  He  only  can 
praise  without  puffing  up.  To  obey  him  one  whole  day  is  next  to  godly. 
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(<  Try  doing  your  duty  for  a  whole  day !  I  would  like  to  hear  from  some 
one  who  has  succeeded. 

(<  Those  who  have  habitually  done  their  duty  only  once  in  a  while,  whose 
duty-doing  is  guided  by  the  weather  or  the  impulses,  will  be  surprised  to 
know  what  they  can  do  with  themselves.  Hundreds  of  men  have  choked 
themselves  into  submission.  Take  the  case  of  Charles  Stewart  Parnell,  the 
great  Irish  leader.  His  temper  as  a  young  man  seemed  uncontrollable.  He 
was  expelled  from  Cambridge  because  he  knocked  down  two  men,  one  of 
whom,  seeing  him  sitting  at  the  side  of  a  road,  said,  ( Hullo,  what’s  the 
matter  with  this  ’ere  cove  ? )  His  own  lawyer  admitted  Parnell’s  fault,  and 
the  foolish  display  of  his  prowess  cost  him  twenty-five  guineas  at  the  hands 
of  a  jury. 

(<Not  also  anger,  but  embarrassment  overpowered  him.  In  attempting 
to  make  his  first  speech,  he  almost  fainted  on  the  rostrum,  and  the  dis¬ 
couraged  voters  elected  another  man. 

(<  Years  afterward,  Mr.  Gladstone,  speaking  of  Parnell  when  he,  held  the 
balance  of  power  in  the  British  empire,  said:  — 

(<  (  Parnell  was  the  most  remarkable  man  I  ever  met.  I  drew  up  (in  a 
speech)  a  rather  strong  indictment  against  him.  Well,  he  sat  still  all  the 
time,  and  was  quite  immovable.  He  listened  attentively,  courteously,  but 
showed  no  feeling,  no  excitement,  no  concern.  The  immobility  of  the  man, 
the  laconic  way  of  dealing  with  the  subject,  his  titter  indifference  to  the 
opinion  of  the  House, —  the  whole  thing  was  extraordinary  and  unlike  what 
one  was  accustomed  to  under  such  circumstances. }  ” 

There  are  occasions  when  it  is  heroic  simply  to  hold  one’s  peace. 
That  man  has  conquered  his  tongue  who  can  allow  the  ribald  jest  or 
scurrilous  word  to  die  unspoken  on  his  lips,  and  who  can  maintain 
silence  amid  reproaches,  accusations,  sneers,  and  scoffs.  <(  He  is  a  fool 
who  cannot  be  angry, ”  says  English,  <(  but  he  is  a  wise  man  who  will 
not.”  (<  He  conquers  twice  who  conquers  himself.” 

Not  to  be  impulsive,  not  to  be  spurred  hither  and  thither  by  each 
desire  that  in  turn  comes  uppermost,  but  to  be  self-restrained,  self- 
balanced,  governed  by  the  joint  decision  of  the  feelings  in  council  assem¬ 
bled,  before  whom  every  action  shall  have  been  debated  and  calmly 
determined, —  this  is  to  be  lord  of  oneself.  Discipline  your  will  by 
choosing  to  do  with  promptness  and  unflinching  courage  the  difficult, 
right  deed;  form  the  habit  of  mastering  yourself  in  your  daily  experi¬ 
ences. 

Among  the  minor  virtues,  probably  the  habit  of  self-control  in  speech 
holds  the  most  important  place  in  the  life  of  a  woman.  The  acquire¬ 
ment  of  this  habit  must  begin  early  or  it  will  never  be  attained  save  with 
great  difficulty.  It  must  be  formed  in  girlhood  if  it  is  not  well  started 
in  childhood.  I  have  seen  the  happiness  of  many  a  fair  life  ruined  by 
the  want  of  power  to  suppress  the  word  of  bitterness,  contempt  or 
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anger,  under  what  might  be  called  “  reasonable  provocation. ”  There  are 
times  when  one’s  only  duty  is  to  keep  from  talking. 

(<  I  have  heard,”  says  Matthew  Henry,  “of  a  married  couple,  who, 
though  both  of  hasty  temper,  yet  lived  comfortably  together  by  observ¬ 
ing  a  rule  on  which  they  had  agreed, —  never  to  be  both  angry  at  the 
same  time.” 

That  was  a  very  wise  and  significant  motto  which  Martin  Luther  had 
engraved  upon  the  wedding  ring:  “One  quiet,  both  happy.”  Douglas 
Jerrold  well  declared  that  the  “last  word”  is  the  most  dangerous  of  in¬ 
fernal  machines;  and  the  husband  and  wife  should  no  more  strive  to 
get  it,  than  they  would  struggle  for  the  possession  of  a  lighted  bomb¬ 
shell. 

Mme.  de  Maintenon  declared  that  the  height  of  power  in  women,  so 
far  as  manners  are  concerned,  rests  in  tranquillity.  Thomas  Fuller  said 
that  jars  concealed  are  half  reconciled.  Half  the  actual  trouble  of  life 
would  be  saved,  if  people  would  remember  that  when  they  are  vexed  or 
annoyed  silence  is  golden. 

He  approaches  nearest  to  the  gods  who  knows  how  to  be  silent,  even 
though  he  is  in  the  right. 

“  A  wound  made  by  an  arrow  will  cicatrize  and  heal ;  a  forest  felled 
by  the  ax  will  spring  up  again  in  new  growth ;  but  a  wound  made  by 
the  tongue  will  never  heal.  ” 

Begin  at  once  to  practise  rigid  silence  under  every  provocation.  It 
is  the  only  remedy;  and,  if  taken  in  large  doses  twenty  times  a  day,  will 
effect  a  cure.  A  supply  of  silence  should  always  be  kept  on  hand  in  case 
of  emergency. 

Charles  Buxton  declared  that  a  man  or  a  woman  may  be  by  nature 
highly  irritable,  and  yet  be  sweet,  tender,  gentle,  loving,  sociable,  kind, 
charitable,  thoughtful  for  others,  imselfish,  and  generous. 

We  lose  half  the  joys  that  lie  in  our  path  by  our  ill  temper;  we  are 
easily  disturbed  when  our  poise  should  be  perfect;  we  are  irritated  by  a 
word,  a  look,  an  unintended  affront;  and,  behold,  the  sun  creeps  behind 
a  cloud,  and  the  whole  day  is  spoiled.  Instead  of  meeting  ill  temper 
with  good  nature,  and  so  rendering  it  innocuous,  we  add  to  it  ill  temper 
of  our  own,  and  the  very  heavens  become  lurid.  The  blood  in  our  veins 
is  poisoned  by  our  bad  mood,  and  aches  and  pains,  misery  of  body  and 
mental  and  spiritual  wretchedness  are  the  result. 

Life  is  worth  too  much  to  be  spent  in  this  way.  Like  a  thoughtless 
child,  we  put  the  watch  in  the  water  to  see  if  it  will  float,  and  it  keeps 
time  no  more.  To  have  your  hatred  impulsively  stirred,  to  lose  your 
'  temper  and  say  more  than  you  mean,  is  to  trifle  with  the  holiest  relations 
and  to  break  the  bonds  of  friendship,  which  ought  to  be  helpful  and  up¬ 
lifting.  “  Self-control,  a  good  word  given  in  exchange  for  a  bad  one,  a 


4574 


MASTERY  OF  SELF 


quiet  rejoinder  to  a  hasty  accusation,  these  are  the  foundations  on  which 
happiness  and  usefulness  securely  rest.”  If  you  are  master  of  yourself 
you  will  generally  be  master  of  any  situation  in  which  you  may  be  placed. 

To  remain  calm  and  unmoved  under  severe  provocation;  to  resist 
every  irritable  impulse,  every  inclination  to  say  harsh,  unkind  things, 
even  when  one’s  most  vulnerable  point  has  been  assailed,  requires  spirit¬ 
ual  stamina  and  a  force  of  character  far  greater  than  that  demanded  of 
the  hero  in  a  merely  physical  contest. 

Some  people  are  weak  enough  to  think  that  a  quick,  ungovernable 
temper  is  an  indication  of  a  lofty  spirit.  This  is  the  very  oppqsite  of 
the  truth.  As  a  rule,  a  fiery  temper,  or,  rather,  the  giving  way  to  it, 
shows  a  lack  of  mental  balance.  Truly  great  characters  are  nearly 
always  serene  and  not  easily  moved  from  their  balance. 

How  little  does  the  average  man  or  woman  dream  that  outbursts  of 
anger  disfigure  the  features,  develop  brutal  qualities,  and  neutralize  the 
best  efforts  at  character-building!  What  sight  can  be  more  repulsive 
than  the  face  and  demeanor  of  a  person  who  is  almost  insane  with  rage  ? 
For  the  time  being,  all  the  manly  or  womanly  qualities  are  in  abeyance; 
the  brutal  impulses  have  complete  control  of  the  mind,  and  ruthlessly 
trample  upon  the  finer  graces  and  nobler  instincts. 

Let  those  who  long  to  cast  out  the  demon  of  ill  temper  begin  by  al¬ 
lowing  <(  thought  to  mature  itself  silently  before  speaking.  ”  Let  them 
not  be  discouraged  if  they  stumble  and  fall  many  times.  The  habit  of 
years  cannot  be  broken  in  a  day,  or  a  week,  or  a  month.  Faithful  and 
persistent  effort,  however,  will  at  length  win  the  day.  The  evil  habit 
will  finally  drop  from  them  like  a  worn-out  garment,  allowing  them  to 
rise  to  nobler  heights  of  manhood  and  womanhood. 

A  self-controlled  mind  is  a  free  mind,  and  freedom  is  power.  The 
truly  successful  man  has  all  his  faculties  under  control.  He  has  a 
strong  grip  upon  himself,  and  holds  himself  to  his  task,  under  good  for¬ 
tune  and  bad,  through  prosperity  and  adversity.  The  man  without  self- 
control,  however  great  his  abilities,  is  always  at  the  mercy  of  his  moods 
and  circumstances.  He  cannot  fling  himself  against  the  enemy  Self- 
control  is  a  duty;  both  influence  and  usefulness  are  involved  in  it. 

(<  Real  glory  springs  from  the  silent  conquest  of  ourselves.” 

(<To  keep  the  tone  natural  and  the  language  calm,”  says  a  recent 
writer,  (<  to  conquer  the  impulse  to  return  the  blow  or  the  insult,  to  pre¬ 
serve  a  clear,  cool,  resolute  mastery  of  conditions,  when  the  attempt  is 
made  to  baffle  and  mislead  one, —  this,  in  the  lower  and  in  the  higher 
grades  of  effort  alike,  reveals  the  master  of  self  and  therefore  of  others, 
for  influence  and  usefulness  are  involved. 

<(  It  is  a  maxim  in  the  working  world  that  no  man  can  control  others 
who  cannot  control  himself;  that  the  soldier,  the  sailor,  the  operative,  can 
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be  handled  much  more  surely  and  rendered  much  more  effective  by  one 
who  speaks  in  a  low  tone,  with  a  quiet  yet  decided  manner,  than  by 
cursing- and  threatening.” 

A  Friend  was  asked  by  a  merchant  whom  he  had  conquered  by  his 
patience  how  he  had  been  able  to  bear  the  other’s  abuse,  and  replied: 
<(  Friend,  I  will  tell  thee.  I  was  naturally  as  hot  and  violent  as  thou  art. 
I  observed  that  men  in  a  passion  always  speak  loud,  and  I  thought  if  I 
could  control  my  voice  I  should  repress  my  passion.  I  have,  therefore, 
made  it  a  rule  never  to  let  my  voice  rise  above  a  certain  key,  and  by  a 
careful  observance  of  this  rule,  I  have,  by  the  blessing  of  God,  entirely 
mastered  my  natural  tongue.” 

Fire  and  water  are  both  admirable  servants,  but  bad  masters.  So, 
too,  righteous  indignation  is  a  fine  thing,  but  fretful,  uncalled-for  anger 
is  wasteful  and  exhaustive. 

To  feel  provoked  or  exasperated  at  a  trifle,  when  the  nerves  are  ex¬ 
hausted,  is,  perhaps,  natural  to  us  in  our  imperfect  state.  But  why  put 
into  the  shape  of  speech  the  annoyance  which,  once  uttered,  is  remem¬ 
bered;  which  may  burn  like  a  blistering  wound,  or  rankle  like  a  poisoned 
arrow  ?  If  a  child  be  crying,  or  a  friend  capricious,  or  a  servant  unrea¬ 
sonable,  be  careful  what  you  say.  Do  not  speak  while  you  feel  the  im¬ 
pulse  of  anger,  for  you  will  be  almost  certain  to  say  too  much. 

The  sun  was  high  in  the  heavens  when  a  man  called  at  the  house  of 
Pericles  to  abuse  him.  The  man’s  anger  knew  no  bounds.  He  vented 
his  spite  in  violent  language  until  he  paused  from  sheer  exhaustion,  and 
saw  that  it  was  quite  dark  without.  He  turned  to  go  home,  when  Peri¬ 
cles  calmly  called  a  servant,  and  said:  <(  Bring  a  lamp  and  attend  this 
man  home.0  Is  any  argument  needed  to  show  the  superiority  of  Peri¬ 
cles  ? 

John  Henderson  was  debating  with  an  Oxford  student,  when  the  lat¬ 
ter  grew  angry,  and  threw  a  glassful  of  wine  in  his  face.  Henderson 
calmly  wiped  his  face,  and  coolly  said:  “This,  sir,  is  a  digression;  now 
for  the  argument. 0 

How  many  people  excuse  themselves  for  doing  wrong  or  foolish  acts 
by  the  plea  that  they  have  a  quick  temper.  But  he  who  is  king  of  him¬ 
self  rules  his  temper,  turning  his  very  heat  and  passion  into  energy  that 
works  good  instead  of  evil.  Stephen  Girard,  when  he  heard  of  a  clerk 
with  a  strong  temper,  was  glad  to  employ  him.  He  believed  that  such 
persons,  taught  self-control,  are  the  best  workers.  Controlled  temper  is 
an  element  of  strength ;  wisely  regulated,  it  expends  itself  as  energy  in 
work,  just  as  heat  in  an  engine  is  transmuted  into  force  that  drives  the 
wheels  of  industry.  Cromwell,  William  the  Silent,  Wordsworth,  Fara¬ 
day,  Washington,  and  Wellington,  were  men  of  prodigious  tempers,  but 
they  were  also  men  whose  self-control  was  nearly  perfect. 
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Lord  Beaconsfield’s  personals  hatreds  were  well  under  control.  <(  I 
never  trouble  to  be  avenged, ®  he  once  said;  (<  when  a  man  injures  me,  I 
put  his  name  on  a  slip  of  paper  and  lock  it  up  in  a  drawer.  It  is  marvel¬ 
ous  how  men  I  have  thus  labeled  have  the  knack  of  disappearing!  ® 

In  the  window  of  a  room  in  Queen’s  College,  Oxford,  is  an  inscription 
which  records  that  it  was  once  occupied  by  the  young  hero-king,  Henry 
V.,  who  is  described  as  — 

<(  VICTOR  HOSTIUM  ET  SUI,® 

“  conqueror  of  his  enemies  and  of  himself. ®  He  conquered  his  enemies 
at  Agincourt;  but  the  conquest  of  himself  required  a  far  more  desperate 
struggle. 

Your  life  may  be  hard  and  monotonous,  and  you  may  have  to  fight 
against  a  nervous,  sensitive,  irritable  temperament.  It  means  a  bitter 
and  tedious  warfare.  Patience  is  bitter,  but  its  fruit  is  sweet.  Your 
inclinations  and  propensities  are  teachable,  and  you  can  vary  your  disci¬ 
pline  to  almost  any  extent.  This  is  the  secret  of  character-building. 
Lord  Clarendon  said  of  the  great  Hampden  that  no  man  ever  had 
greater  control  over  himself.  He  was  supreme  governor  over  all  his 
passions  and  affections,  and  he  had  therefore  great  power  over  other 
men. 

Mr.  Christmas,  in  an  important  position  in  the  Bank  of  England,  was 
subject  to  constant  and  irritating  interruption.  He  said  that  he  was 
greatly  helped  in  self-control  by  a  rule  given  to  him  by  Pitt,  “  Not  to  lose 
temper  during  the  hours  of  business. ®  “My  labors,®  said  Christmas, 
“  commence  at  nine  and  end  at  three ;  and,  acting  on  the  advice  of  the 
illustrious  statesman,  I  never  lose  my  temper  during  these  hours. ® 

“At  last  I  am  my  own  master!  ®  declared  a  moody,  quick-tempered 
young  man,  who  had  just  reached  his  majority.  “  No  one  can  order  me 
about  now.  I  shall  do  as  I  please. ® 

<(  I  congratulate  you,®  said  a  friend;  “but  are  you  sure  you  are  not 
making  a  mistake  in  your  acceptation  of  the  word  master  ?  ® 

“  A  mistake  ?  ®  repeated  the  young  man  in  surprise.  “  There  can  be 
no  mistake  about  it.  I  am  of  age  to-day,  and  I  am  absolutely  my  own 
master.  ® 

“Then,®  said  Richard  Miller,  who  tells  the  story  from  his  own  experi¬ 
ence,  (<  the  young  man’s  friend  blandly  suggested,  < In  that  case,  you 
will  certainly  never  lose  control  of  your  temper.  ) 

“  The  young  man’s  color  rose,  as  he  heard  this  interpretation  of  inde¬ 
pendence.  His  outbursts  of  temper  were  well  known.  (  I  don’t  know 
that  I  have  thought  of  it  in  that  light, )  he  replied. 

“  (  Then  there  is  the  matter  of  cigarettes/  continued  his  pitiless 
friend.  (  You  told  me  the  other  day  that  you  did  not  see  how  you  could 
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give  them  up.  But  now  that  you  are  absolutely  master,  I  suppose  you 
will  smoke  them  no  more. > 

(<  The  young  man  made  no  response. 

(<  (  As  one  who  is  absolutely  master  of  himself, >  continued  his  friend, 

( is  never  led  by  outside  temptations  to  do  anything  of  which  he  dis¬ 
approves,  I  suppose  you  will  give  up  the  somewhat  questionable  com¬ 
pany  you  have  been  keeping,  which  has  proved  a  source  of  anxiety  to 
your  father  and  mother  ? y 

(<  The  young  man  did  not  reply.  He  was  surprised  and  stirred  by 
this  view  of  the  kind  of  master  that  should  govern  his  conduct.  His 
conscience  was  touched. 

<(  After  a  few  moments’  silence,  he  looked  up  and  said :  (  I  thank  you 
for  your  frankness.  I  see  that  I  have  been  a  fool.  I  shall  not  say  any¬ 
thing  more  about  being  my  own  master  until  I  am  better  able  than 
to-day  to  restrain  and  overcome  the  defects  of  my  own  nature.  I  have 
taken  too  narrow  a  view  of  being  my  own  master. *  ” 

There  is  nothing  finer  in  the  world  than  (<  the  kingship  of  self-  * 
control.”  <(  Man  has  two  creators, —  his  God  and  himself,”  says  William 
George  Jordan.  (<  His  first  creator  furnishes  him  the  raw  material  of  his 
life,  and  the  laws  in  conformity  with  which  he  can  make  that  life  what 
he  will.  His  second  creator, —  himself, —  has  marvelous  powers,  which 
he  rarely  realizes.  It  is  what  a  man  makes  of  himself  that  counts.  Man 
in  his  weakness  is  the  creature  of  circumstances;  man  in  his  strength 
is  the  creator  of  circumstances.  Whether  he  be  victim  or  victor  depends 
largely  on  himself.  The  self-control  that  is  seen  in  the  most  spectac¬ 
ular  instances  in  history,  and  that  in  the  simplest  phases  of  daily  life,  are 
precisely  the  same  in  kind  and  quality,  differing  only  in  degree.  This 
control  man  can  attain  if  lie  will;  it  is  but  a  matter  of  paying  the 
price.  The  power  of  self-control  is  one  of  the  great  qualities  that 
differentiates  man  from  the  lower  animals.  He  is  the  only  animal 
capable  of  a  moral  struggle  or  a  moral  conquest.  Every  step  in  the 
progress  of  the  world  has  been  a  new  control.  It  has  been  escaping 
from  the  tyranny  of  a  fact  to  the  understanding  and  the  mastery  of 
that  fact.  •  ' 

(<  At  each  moment  of  man’s  life  he  is  either  a  king  or  a  slave.  As  he 
surrenders  to  a  wrong  appetite,  to  any  human  weakness,  as  he  falls  pros¬ 
trate  in  hopeless  subjection  to  any  condition,  to  any  environment,  to  any 
failure,  he  is  a  slave.  As  he  day  by  day  crushes  out  human  weakness , 
masters  opposing  elements  within  him ,  and  day  by  day  recreates  a  new 
self  from  the  sin  and  folly  of  his  past, — he  is  a  king.” 

To  specify  further  as  to  points  in  which  a  royal  self-control  is  to  be 
exercised  if  man  is  to  rule  the  kingdom  within,  I  name  the  tongue  of 

gossip  or  slander. 

8—287 


4578 


MASTERY  OF  SELF 


Pascal  affirmed  that  if  every  one  knew  what  one  said  of  the  other, 
there  would  not  be  four  friends  in  the  world.  Shakespeare’s  words  are 
familiar  to  us  all:  — 

<(  No  might  nor  greatness  in  mortality 
Can  censure  'scape  :  back-wounding  calumny 
The  whitest  virtue  strikes;  what  king  so  strong, 

Can  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  slanderous  tongue?” 

A  modern  writer  declares :  — 

<(  The  second  most  deadly  instrument  of  destruction  is  the  dynamite 
gun,  —  the  first  is  the  human  tongue. 

(<  The  crimes  of  the  tongue  are  words  of  unkindness,  of  anger,  of  malice, 
of  envy,  of  bitterness,  of  harsh  criticism,  gossip,  lying,  and  scandal.  Theft 
and  murder  are  awful  crimes,  yet  in  any  single  year  the  aggregate  sorrow, 
pain,  and  suffering  which  they  cause  is  microscopic  when  compared  with 
the  sorrows  that  come  from  the  crimes  of  the  tongue.  From  the  careless 
tongue  of  a  friend,  or  the  cruel  tongue  of  an  enemy,  who  is  free  ?  No 
human  being  can  live  a  life  so  true,  so  fair,  so  pure  as  to  be  beyond  the 
reach  of  malice,  or  immune  from  the  poisonous  emanations  of  envy.  The 
insidious  attacks,  the  loathsome  innuendoes,  slurs,  and  half-lies  by  which 
jealous  mediocrity  seeks  to  ruin  its  superiors,  are  like  those  insect  para¬ 
sites  that  kill  the  heart  and  life  of  a  mighty  oak. 

<(  There  are  pillows  wet  with  tears;  there  are  noble  hearts  broken  in  the 
silence  whence  comes  no  cry  of  protest ;  there  are  gentle,  sensitive  natures 
seared  and  warped;  there  are  old-time  friends  separated  and  walking  their 
lonely  ways’  with  hope  dead  and  memory  but  a  pang;  there  are  cruel  mis¬ 
understandings  that  make  all  life  look  dark, —  these  are  but  a  few  of  the 
sorrows  that  come  from  the  crimes  of  the  tongue.  ® 

<(  I  never  listen  to  calumnies, ”  declared  Montesquieu,  (<  because  if 
they  are  untrue,  I  run  the  risk  of  being  deceived,  and  if  they  are  true, 
of  hating  persons  not  worth  thinking  about.”  Another  distinguished 
author  has  said:  <(  I  never  yet  heard  man  or  woman  much  abused,  that  I 
was  not  inclined  to  think  the  better  of  them ;  and  to  transfer  any  suspi¬ 
cion  or  dislike  to  the  person  who  appeared  to  take  delight  in  pointing  out 
the  defects  of  a  fellow-creature.  ” 

J.  G.  Holland  once  declared  that  gossip  is  always  a  personal  con¬ 
fession,  either  of  malice  or  imbecility.  That  was  an  apt  remark  of  a 
successful  merchant  who,  when  asked  by  a  friend  the  secret  of  his  suc¬ 
cess,  replied:  (<  I  have  accumulated  about  one-half  of  my  property  by  at¬ 
tending  strictly  to  my  own  business,  and  the  other  half  by  letting  other 
people’s  alone.” 

Another  tongue  evil  that  often  needs  control  is  profanity.  Fifty 
years  ago  men  who  mixed  in  what  is  called  ((  good  society”  were  (<full  of 
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strange  oaths  w;  but  we  have  changed  all  that.  Swearing  is  now  consid¬ 
ered  by  cultivated  people  to  be  bad  form,  low,  and  vulgar. 

To  him  who  would  be  master  of  himself,  and  realize  the  joy  of  self- 
control,  I  would  like  to  emphasize  the  advice, —  Guard  your  weak  point . 
This  is  often  the  measure  of  your  strength,  as  the  weakest  and  not  the 
strongest  link  measures  the  strength  of  a  chain.  The  appetite  for  drink 
was  the  weak  link  in  the  life  of  Alexander  the  Great,  which  ended  his 
career  before  middle  life.  It  is  unaccountable  that  a  strong  man  should 
allow  his  weakness  instead  of  his  strength  to  control  him. 

The  self-indulgent  man  is  a  slave;  the  self-controlled  man  is  free. 
M  He  is  his  own  worst  enemy,”  is  a  remark  we  often  hear,  and  it  is  al¬ 
ways  true.  No  matter  what  foes  you  face,  what  temptations  you 
encounter,  your  greatest  peril  is  within.  Strive  for  freedom,  for  self- 
mastery,  and  the  conscious  joy  that  comes  with  it. 

Many  a  young  person  yields  to  the  first  temptation,  or  yields  for  the 
first  time  to  temptation,  saying,  <(  Just  this  onceA  But,  when  the  wall 
is  once  broken  down,  the  tempter  watches  for  another  entrance;  the  sec¬ 
ond  fall  is  easier,  and  the  third  still  easier,  until,  before  he  is  aware  of 
it,  a  fatal  habit  is  fixed,  and  he  cannot  but  yield.  Thus  have  been  ruined 
many  bright  minds,  many  promising  lives.  Achan  was  ruined  by  his 
love  of  gold;  Saul  by  his  self-will;  Absalom  by  his  ambition  and  pride; 
Judas  by  his  avarice;  and  the  name  of  those  who  are  ruined  through 
strong  drink  is  legion,  (<  for  they  are  many.  ”  They  are  a  great  heap  of 
bodies  slain,  and  we  need  not  ask:  w  Who  slew  all  these  ? w  for  we  know 
it  was  the  demon  of  drink. 

(<  There  is  scarcely  a  crime  before  me,”  declared  Judge  Coleridge, 
<(  that  is  not  directly  or  indirectly  caused  by  strong  drink. ® 

<(  The  country  numbers  tens  —  nay,  hundreds  —  of  thousands  of 
women  who  are  widows  to-day  and  sit  in  hopeless  weeds,  because  their' 
husbands  have  been  slain  by  strong  drink.  There  are  thousands  of 
homes  scattered  over  the  land  in  which  wives  live  lives  of  torture,  going 
through  all  the  changes  of  suffering  that  lie  between  the  extremes  of 
fear  and  despair,  because  those  whom  they  love  care  more  for  wine  than 
they  do  for  the  women  they  have  sworn  to  love.  There  are  women  by 
thousands  who  dread  to  hear  at  the  door  the  step  that  once  thrilled  them 
with  pleasure,  because  that  step  has  learned  to  reel  under  the  influence 
of  the  seductive  poison.  There  are  women  groaning  with  pain  from 
bruises  and  brutalities  inflicted  by  husbands  made  mad  by  drink.  There 
can  be  no  exaggeration  in  any  statement  in  regard  to  this  matter,  be¬ 
cause  no  human  imagination  can  create  anything  worse  than  the  truth, 
and  no  pen  is  capable  of  portraying  the  truth.  ® 

With  almost  palsied  hand,  at  a  temperance  meeting,  John  B.  Gough 
signed  the  pledge.  For  six  days  and  nights,  in  a  wretched  garret,  with- 
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out  a  mouthful  of  food,  with  scarcely  a  moment’s  sleep,  he  fought  the 
fearful  battle  with  appetite.  Weak,  famished,  almost  dying,  he  crawled 
into  the  sunlight;  but  he  had  conquered  the  demon  which  had  almost 
killed  him.  He  had  (<  conquered  a  whole  moral  empire. J> 

Young  men  should  know  that  strong  drink,  tobacco,  opium  and  mor¬ 
phine,  create  not  only  a  habit  which  would  be  bad  enough,  but  a  taste , 
and  worst  of  all,  an  appetite.  It  is  not  only  a  garment  but  a  shirt  of 
Nessus. 

General  Grant,  at  the  banquet  given  in  his  honor  in  Chicago,  turned 
his  glass  bottom  upward  and  kept  it  so.  He  told  the  professors  in  Girard 
College,  in  Philadelphia,  not  to  let  the  students  of  that  insti¬ 
tution  use  tobacco  in  any  form.  Yet  General  Grant  was  an 
inveterate  smoker.  He  knew  better  than  most  men  the  bad 
effect  of  the  tobacco  habit  which  had  enslaved  him,  for  it 
was  this  that  aggravated  and  fed  the  dreadful  malady  that  cut 
off  his  great  life  in  its  prime.  Shall  a  man  call  himself  free, 
and  every  day  yield  to  the  temptation  of  tobacco  ?  He 
thinks  he  can  renounce  it  at  will,  but  can  he  ? 

Gough  used  to  describe  the  struggle  of  a  man  who  tried  to 
leave  off  using  tobacco.  He  threw  away  what  he  had,  and  said 
that  was  the  end  of  it;  but  no,  it  was  only  the  beginning  of  it. 
He  would  chew  camomile,  gentian,  toothpicks,  but  it  was  of 
no  use.  He  bought  another  plug  of  tobacco  and  put  it  in  his 
pocket.  He  wanted  to  chew  awfully,  but  he  looked  at  it  and 
said:  <(  You  are  a  weed,  and  I  am  a  man.  I’ll  master  you  if  I  die  for  it;  * 
and  he  did,  while  carrying  it  in  his  pocket  daily. 

Young  men,  let  drink  alone:  not  because  it  is  a  sin  to  take  a  glass  of 
wine,  but  because  it  is  a  sin  and  shame  for  you  to  abdicate  your  man¬ 
hood  under  the  influence  of  a  morbid  appetite  which  has  the  fatal  power 
to  bind  you  hand  and  foot.  If  it  is  a  small  sacrifice  to  discontinue  the 
use  of  wine,  do  it  for  the  sake  of  others;  if  it  is  a  great  sacrifice,  do  it 
for  your  own  sake. 


<(  Then  dash  the  brimming  cup  aside, 
And  spill  its  purple  wine, 

Take  not  its  madness  to  thy  lip, 

Let  not  its  curse  be  thine. 

’Tis  red  and  rich, —  but  grief  and  woe 
Are  hid  those  rosy  depths  below.” 


The  great  test  of  one’s  power  of  self-control  is  found  when  the 
necessity  to  exercise  it  is  sudden  and  unexpected.  Perfect  self-control 
means  such  thorough  mastery  over  self  as  Robert  Ainsworth,  the  lex¬ 
icographer,  possessed,  who,  when  his  wife,  in  a  fit  of  passion,  committed 
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his  voluminous  manuscript  to  the  flames,  calmly  turned  to  his  desk  and 
recommenced  his  labors. 

<(  Ah !  Diamond,  you  little  know  the  mischief  you  have  wrought, w 
said  Sir  Isaac  Newton,  returning  from  supper  to  find  that  his  dog  had 
upset  a  lighted  taper  upon  the  laborious  calculations  of  years,  which  lay 
in  ashes  before  him.  Then  he  went  calrply  to  work  to  reproduce  them. 
The  man  who  thus  excelled  in  self-mastery  surpassed  all  his  predecessors 
and  contemporaries  in  mastering  the  laws  of  nature. 

A  friend  called  on  Constable,  the  famous  painter,  one  day,  and  was 
received  by  him  in  his  front  room.  After  half  an  hour’s  chat,  the  art¬ 
ist  proposed  to  repair  to  the  back  room  to  show  him  a  large  picture  on 
which  he  was  engaged. 


On  walking  up  to  his  easel,  he  found  that  one  of  his  little  boys,  in 
his  absence,  had  dashed  the  handle  of  the  hearth  broom  through  the 
canvas,  and  made  so  large  a  rent  in  it  as  to  render  its  restoration  impossi¬ 
ble.  He  called  the  child  up  to  him,  and  asked  him  gently  if  he  had 
done  it.  When  the  boy  admitted  his  act,  Constable  took  him  on  his 
knee  and  rebuked  him  in  these  unmeasured  terms:  — 

<(  Oh,  my  dear  pet!  See  what  we  have  done!  Dear,  dear!  What 
shall  we  do  to  mend  it  ?  I  can’t  think,  can  you?  M 

When  Prince  Kropotkin,  the  well-known  Russian  exile,  was  young,  he 
was  taught  writing  by  a  German  Jew,  Ebert  by  name.  Because  the  man 
was  a  Jew,  the  boys  thought  themselves  at  liberty  to  heap  ridicule  upon 
him,  and  to  play  practical  jokes.  Ebert  bore  it  all  patiently,  not  wishing 
to  make  a  formal  complaint.  To  help  keep  their  unmanageable  spirits 
within  bound,  he  made  an  agreement  with  them  that  there  should  be  only 
one  frolic  a  lesson,  but  the  agreement  was  not  always  kept  by  the  boys. 

One  day  it  seemed  that  even  the  gentleness  of  this  patient  man  must 
give  way.  In  a  fit  of  wild  fun,  a  boy  filled  the  blackboard  sponge  with 
ink  and  chalk,  and  flinging  it  straight  at  the  master,  shouted : 

«  Get  it,  Ebert!  » 

The  sponge  hit  the  master  full  in  the  face,  and  fell 
on  his  white  shirt-sleeves,  covering  him  with  ink.  Nat¬ 
urally,  the  boys  expected  to  be  at  once  reported,  but  in 
gentle  tones  the  master  said:  (<  Gentlemen,  that  is  one 
frolic, —  no  more  to-day. w  Then,  in  a  low  tone,  speak¬ 
ing  to  himself,  he  added :  <(  The  whole  shirt  is  spoiled !  w 
He  was  very  poor,  and  the  loss  was  a  serious  one. 

His  extraordinary  self-restraint  acted  like  magic  on 
the  class.  The  boys  took  sides  against  the  offender,  and  sympathized 
with  the  teacher. 

(<  What  did  you  do  that  for?  You’ve  spoiled  his  shirt!  Shame  on 
you!  ®  were  exclamations  heard  from  all  over  the  room. 
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<(  Never  mind,  one  must  learn, ®  said  Ebert,  gently. 

There  was  no  more  nonsense  that  day,  and,  at  the  next  lesson,  as  if 
by  general  understanding,  many  of  the  students  wrote  their  best,  and 
took  their  books  to  Ebert,  asking  him  to  correct  them.  He  understood 
their  action  as  a  proof  of  their  sorrow  and  sympathy,  and  their  generous 
impulse  made  him  happy.  <(  But  that  little  incident, ®  says  Prince  Kro¬ 
potkin,  (<  was  never  effaced  from  the  memory  of  those  present.  The 
meekness  and  longsuffering  with  which  the  poor  master  met  the  perse¬ 
cutions  were  weapons  which  even  the  thoughtless  schoolboys  could  not 
parry,  and  those  who  felt  the  nobility  of  his  conduct  endeavored  to 
learn  something  by  his  example,  and  to  practise  it  in  their  own  lives.® 

A  traveling  English  artist  was  taking  a  cup  of  coffee  with  a  Moham¬ 
medan  postmaster  at  Pella,  the  birthplace  of  Alexander  the  Great.  The 
artist  had  the  misfortune  to  set  his  foot  on  a  handsome  pipe-bowl  belong¬ 
ing  to  his  host.  Crash  went  the  bowl,  but  the  Mohammedan  sat  unmoved. 
The  chagrined  artist  apologized  as  best  he  could.  (<  The  breaking  of 
such  a  pipe-bowl,®  said  the  Oriental,  “would  indeed,  under  ordinary 
circumstances,  be  disagreeable,  but  in  a  friend  every  action  has  its 
charms.  ® 

Queen  Alexandra’s  capacity  for  self-control  was  shown  when  she  was 
taking  one  of  her  incognito  excursions  about  Copenhagen.  A  noble¬ 
man  saw  her  entering  a  “’bus,®  and,  as  she  was  doing  so,  a  stout  man 
and  two  women  forced  their  way  in  front  of  her.  Not  a  sign  of  disap¬ 
proval  was  on  her  features;  merely  a  sort  of  naive  surprise.  There  was 
absolutely  no  comment.  As  she  was  unknown,  she  was  free  to  make  an 
angry  protest,  but  she  ruled  her  spirit,  and  was  thus  a  model  of  self- 
restraint  in  that  hardest  of  all  places  to  avoid  impatience, —  a  public 
vehicle. 

Self-control  is  of  fundamental  importance  in  the  formation  and  de¬ 
velopment  of  character  and  it  intimately  concerns  success  in  life. 

Every  human  being  is  conscious  of  two  natures.  One  is  ever  reach¬ 
ing  up  after  the  good,  the  true,  and  the  noble, —  aspiring  after  all  that 
uplifts,  elevates,  and  purifies.  It  is  the  God-side  of  man,  the  image  of 
the  Creator,  the  immortal  side,  the  spiritual  side.  It  is  the  gravitation 
of  the  soul  faculties  toward  their  Maker.  The  other  is  the  bestial  side, 
which  gravitates  downward. 

The  individual  can  attain  self-control  in  great  things  only  through 
self-control  in  little  things.  He  must  study  himself  to  discover  what  is 
the  weak  point  in  his  armor,  what  is  the  element  in  him  that  keeps  him 
from  his  fullest  success.  This  is  the  characteristic  upon  which  he  should 
begin  his  exercise  in  self-control.  Is  it  selfishness,  vanity,  cowardice, 
morbidness,  temper,  laziness,  worry,  mind-wandering,  lack  of  purpose  ? 
—  whatever  form  human  weakness  assumes  in  the  masquerade  of  life, 
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he  must  discover.  He  must  then  live  each  day  as  if  his  whole  existence 
was  telescoped  down  to  the  single  day  before  him. 

With  no  idle  regret  for  the  past,  no  useless  worry  for  the  future,  he 
should  live  that  day  as  if  it  were  his  only  day, —  the  only  day  left  for  him 
to  assert  all  that  is  best  in  him,  the  only  day  left  for  him  to  conquer  all 
that  is  worst  in  him.  He  should  master  the  weak  element  within  him 
at  each  slight  manifestation  from  moment  to  moment.  Each  moment 
then  must  be  a  victory  for  it  or  for  him.  Will  he  be  a  king  or  a  slave  ? 

Learn  to  act  nobly  and  grandly  on  every  occasion  that  presents  itself. 
Every  occasion  should  be  a  great  occasion.  If  you  shirk  duty  or  compro¬ 
mise  manhood,  your  character  is  weakened.  Must  I  acknowledge  myself 
inferior  to  circumstances,  and  succumb  to  petty  annoyances  and  little 
miseries  ?  Mind  is  superior  to  matter,  and  wings  of  hope,  of  aspiration, 
of  expectation,  of  confidence,  were  given  us  to  lift  ourselves  above  the 
petty  storms  of  life  which  rage  about  the  inferior  mind  and  torture  nar¬ 
row  souls,  and  dwarf  small  lives,  and  make  miserable  those  who  are 
powerless  to  mount  above  them. 

If  one  is  conscious  of  being  in  a  fretful  and  discordant  state,  is  it  not 
wise  to  seek  solitude,  if  only  for  a  moment  ?  Then  call  up  the  spiritual 
forces.  Take  a  strong  stand  in  the  affirmative  of  the  statement:  <(  I  and 
my  Father  are  one.®  That  is  not  merely  a  phrase  of  rhetoric,  or  an  as¬ 
sertion  that  Jesus  alone  could  make.  He  is  the  vine;  we  are  the 
branches.  Demand  to  be  taken  into  the  true  life, —  one’s  own  life.  Do 
not  merely  desire  to  be  at  peace  with  all,  to  love  all,  but  actually  do  it, — 
and  be  at  peace. 

<(  Not  in  the  clamor  of  the  crowded  street, 

Not  in  the  shouts  and  plaudits  of  the  throng, 

But  in  ourselves  are  triumph  and  defeat. w 
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Beware  of  little  extravagances :  a  small  leak  will  sink  a  big  ship. 

—Franklin. 

Respectability  is  all  very  well  for  folks  who  can  have  it  for  ready  money ; 
but  to  be  obliged  to  run  into  debt  for  it, —  it’s  enough  to  break  the  heart  of  an 
angel,  — Douglas  W.  Jerrold. 

Sense  can  support  herself  handsomely  in  most  countries  on  some  eighteen 
pence  a  day ;  but  for  phantasy,  planets,  and  solar  systems  will  not  suffice. 

— Macaulay. 

He  was  subject  to  a  kind  of  disease  which  at  that  time  they  called  lack  of 
money.  Rabelais. 

I  CAN  get  no  remedy  against  this  consumption  of  the  purse  ;  borrowing  only' 
lingers  and  lingers  it  out;  but  the  disease  is  incurable.  — Shakespeare. 

No  GAIN  is  more  certain  than  that  which  proceeds  from  the  economical  use 
of  what  you  have.  —Latin  Proverb. 

Economy  is  of  itself  a  great  revenue. —  Cicero. 

We  sacrifice  to  dress,  till  household  joys 
And  comforts  cease.  Dress  drains  our  cellar  dry, 

And  keeps  our  larder  lean;, puts  out  our  fires, 

And  introduces  hunger,  frost,  and  woe, 

Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign. 

—  Cow  per. 

Make  all  you  can,  save  all  you  can,  give  all  you  can. —  John  Wesley. 

Get  to  live, 

Then  live,  and  use  it ;  else,  it  is  not  true 
That  thou  hast  gotten.  Surely  use  alone 
Makes  money  not  a  contemptible  stone. 

—  George  Herbert. 

«  n  *  r,  Speaker, w  exclaimed  the  eccentric'John  Randolph  of  Roanoke, 
JVl  in  a  piercing  voice,  as  he  sprang  from  his  seat  in  the  United 

States  House  of  Representatives, —  <(  Mr.  Speaker,  I  have  found 
it !  w  Then  in  the  stillness  which  followed  this  strange  outburst,  he 
added:  (<  I  have  found  the  philosopher’s  stone.  It  is,  pay  as  you  go. ® 

<(  But  suppose  I  can’t  pay!  *  suggested  a  young  man  whose  uncle  had 
just  told  him  this  story,  emphasizing  its  moral.  ((  Then  don’t  go,w  re¬ 
plied  the  uncle. 

Don’t  go  unless  there  is  a  reasonable  prospect  that  you  can  pay. 
Don’t  go  beyond  your  financial  depth  in  business.  Don’t  squander  your 
patrimony  in  a  vain  chase  of  the  bubble,  pleasure.  Don’t  speculate 
away,  on  a  chance  of  securing  a  palace,  what  you  may  need  as  a  provi¬ 
sion  against  being  driven  to  the  workhouse.  Samson  is  reputed  to  have 
been  the  strongest  of  men,  but  even  his  strength  would  not  enable  him 
to  pay  money  before  he  had  it. 
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«  I  have  discovered  that  there  is  money  enough  in  the  world  for  all  of 
us,  if  it  were  only  equally  divided, ”  said  a  spendthrift  to  a  wealthy 
friend ;  (<  this  should  be  done,  and  we  would  all  be  happy  together. ” 

(<  But  if  everybody  was  like  you,”  said  the  rich  man,  <(it  would  all  be 
spent  in  two  months.  What  would  you  do  then  ?  ” 

<(Oh!  divide  again;  keep  dividing,  of  course.” 

Theoretically,  some  such  arrangement  as  this  might  afford  a  verv  easy 
and  agreeable  settlement  of  all  our  financial  difficulties,  but  in  actual  prac¬ 
tice,  in  this  hard-headed,  work-a-day  world,  those  who  have  the  money 
are  unanimously  and  uncompromisingly  opposed  to  the  plan,  and  will 
give  us  gold  or  silver  willingly  only  in  compensation  for  services  ren¬ 
dered,  and  will  demand  it  back  again  in  exact  proportion  to  the  service 
we  compel  it,  or  even  permit  it,  to  render  to  us. 

(<  Every  boy  should  realize,  in  starting  out,  that  he  can  never  accumu¬ 
late  money  unless  he  acquires  the  habit  of  saving,”  says  Russell  Sage. 
<(  Even  if  he  can  save  only  a  few  cents  at  the  beginning,  it  is  better  than 
saving  nothing  at  all ;  and  he  will  find,  as  the  months  go  on,  that  it  be¬ 
comes  easier  for  him  to  lay  by  a  part  of  his  earnings.  It  is  surprising 
how  fast  an  account  in  a  savings  bank  can  be  made  to  grow,  and  the  boy 
who  starts  one  and  keeps  it  up  stands  a  good  chance  of  spending  a  pros¬ 
perous  old  age.  Some  people  who  spend  every  cent  of  their  income  on 
their  living  expenses  are  always  bewailing  the  fact  that  they  have  never 
become  rich.  They  pick  out  some  man  who  is  known  to  have  made  a 
fortune  and  speak  of  him  as  being  ( lucky. >  There  is  no  such  thing  as 
luck  in  business,  and  the  boy  who  depends  upon  it  to  carry  him  through, 
is  very  likely  not  to  get  through  at  all.  The  men  who  have  made  a  suc¬ 
cess  of  their  lives  are  men  who  started  out  right  when  they  were  boys. 
They  studied  while  at  school,  and,  when  they  went  to  work,  they  didn’t 
expect  to  be  paid  wages  for  loafing  half  the  time.  They  weren’t  always 
on  the  lookout  for  an  ‘easy  snap/  and  they  forged  ahead,  not  waiting 
always  for  opportunities  that  never  came,  and  bewailing  the  supposed 
fact  that  times  arc  no  longer  what  they  used  to  be.  ” 

Many  a  young  man  seems  to  think,  when  he  sees  his  name  on  a  busi¬ 
ness  sign,  that  he  is  on  the  highway  to  fortune,  and  he  begins  to  live 
as  if  there  were  no  possible  chance  of  failure ;  as  if  he  were  already  be¬ 
yond  the  danger  point.  Unfortunately,  Congress  can  pass  no  law  that 
will  remedy  the  vice  of  living  beyond  one’s  means. 

Edmund  Burke,  speaking  on  (<  Economic  Reform,”  quoted  from  Cic¬ 
ero:  (<  Magnum  vectigal  est  parsimoniaP  accenting  the  second  word  on 
the  first  syllable.  Lord  North  whispered  a  correction,  when  Burke 
turned  the  mistake  to  advantage.  (<  The  noble  lord  hints  that  I  have 
erred  in  the  quantity  of  a  principal  word  in  my  quotation ;  I  rejoice  at  it 
sir,  because  it  gives  me  an  opportunity  to  repeat  the  inestimable  adage, 
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—  ''Magnum  vectigal  est  parsimonia. }  ”  The  sentiment,  meaning  Thrift 
is  a  good  income, ”  is  well  worthy  of  emphatic  repetition  by  us  all. 

<(  We  shan’t  get  much  here,”  whispered  a  lady  to  her  companion,  as 
John  Murray  blew  out  one  or  two  candles,  by  whose  light  he  had  been 
writing,  when  they  asked  him  to  contribute  to  some  benevolent  object. 
He  listened  to  their  story  and  gave  one  hundred  dollars.  (<  Mr.  Murray, 
I  am  very  agreeably  surprised,”  said  the  lady  quoted;  (<  I  did  not  expect 
to  get  a  cent  from  you.”  The  old  Friend  asked  the  reason  for  her  sur¬ 
mise;  and,  when  told,  said:  <(  That,  ladies,  is  why  I  am  able  to  let  you  have 
the  hundred  dollars.  It  is  by  practising  economy  ' that  I  save  money 
with  which  to  do  charitable  actions.  One  candle  is  enough  to  talk  by.” 

(<  An  opulent  merchant  in  Boston,”  says  Emerson,  <(  was  called  on  by 
a  friend  in  behalf  of  a  charity.  At  that  time  he  was  admonishing  his 
clerk  for  using  whole  wafers  instead  of  halves;  his  friend  thought  the 
circumstances  unpropitious;  but,  to  his  surprise,  on  listening  to  the  ap¬ 
peal,  the  merchant  subscribed  five  hundred  dollars.  The  applicant  ex¬ 
pressed  his  astonishment  that  any  person  who  was  so  particular  about 
half  a  wafer  should  present  five  hundred  dollars  to  a  charity;  but  the 
merchant  said,  (<  It  is  by  saving  half  wafers,  and  attending  to  such  little 
things,  that  I  have  now  something  to  give.  ” 

One  of  the  hardest  lessons  for  Americans  to  learn,  at  least  practically, 
is  that  waste  is  impoverishment.  They  can  all  see,  readily  enough,  that, 
if  all  the  property  in  the  country  were  suddenly  destroyed,  the  whole 
human  race  would  thereby  be  made  so  much  the  poorer;  but,  when  the 
destruction  is  very  slight, —  as  when  a  cup  or  a  saucer  is  broken, —  the} 
do  not  recognize  that  the  loss,  felt  chiefly  by  one  person,  falls,  really,  on 
all  mankind.  One  of  the  main  causes  of  our  wastefulness  has  been, 
doubtless,  the  exceeding  richness  of  our  national  resources.  When  a 
soil  is  so  wondrously  fertile  as  ours  has  been,  especially  in  the  West,  it 
is  not  strange  that  its  cultivators  should  seek  to  swell  their  crops  by  in¬ 
creasing  the  area  of  culture,  rather  than  by  the  use  of  expensive  dress¬ 
ings,  subsoiling,  and  other  thorough  methods.  Nature  has  been  so 
bountiful  to  us  that  the  habit  of  despising  little  savings  has  been  ac¬ 
quired  unconsciously.  Cultivating  a  land  <(  nearly  smothered  in  its  own 
richness,”  we  have,  till  recently,  learned  to  think  it  useless  to  dig  deep, 
when  it  is  much  easier  to  skim  the  surface. 

One  of  the  paradoxes  of  waste  is  that  the  persons  most  addicted  to 
it  are  not  men  and  women  of  independent  means,  who  can  support 
themselves  in  spite  of  their  extravagant  expenditure,  but  the  poorer 
classes.  There  is  hardly  an  able-bodied  laborer  who  might  not  become 
financially  independent,  if  he  would  but  carefully  husband  his  receipts 
and  guard  against  the  little  leaks  of  needless  expense.  But,  unfortu¬ 
nately,  this  is  the  one  thing  which  the  workingman  finds  it  the  hardest 
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to  do.  There  are  a  hundred  laborers  who  are  willing  to  work  hard,  to 
every  half-dozen  who  are  willing  properly  to  husband  their  earnings. 
Instead  of  hoarding  a  small  percentage  of  their  receipts,  so  as  to  provide 
against  sickness  or  want  of  employment,  they  eat  and  drink  up  their 
earnings  as  they  go,  and  thus,  in  the  first  financial  crash,  when  mills  and 
factories  <(  shut  down,®  and  capitalists  lock  up  their  cash  instead  of 
using  it  in  great  enterprises,  they  are  ruined.  Men  who  thus  live  (<  from 
hand  to  mouth, ”  'never  keeping  more  than  a  day’s  march  ahead  of  actual 
want,  are  little  better  off  than  slaves. 

<c  I  have  often  been  asked  to  define  the  true  secret  of  success,  ”  says 
Sir  Thomas  Lipton.  <(  It  is  thrift  in  all  its  phases,  and  principally, 
thrift  as  applied  to  saving.  A  young  man  may  have  many  friends,  but 
he  will  find  none  so  steadfast,  so  constant,  so  ready  to  respond  to  his 
wants,  so  capable  of  pushing  him  ahead,  as  a  little  leather-covered 
book,  with  the  name  of  a  bank  on  its  cover.  Saving  is  the  first  great 
principle  of  success.  It  creates  independence,  it  gives  a  young  man 
standing,  it  fills  him  with  vigor,  it  stimulates  him  with  proper  energy; 
in  fact,  it  brings  to  him  the  best  part  of  any  success,  —  happiness  and 
contentment.  If  it  were  possible  to  inject  the  quality  of  saving  into 
every  boy,  we  would  have  a  great  many  more  real  men.” 

A  short  time  ago,  a  young  man  in  a  city  was  complaining  to  a  friend 
of  poverty,  and  his  inability  to  save  money. 

<(  How  much  do  you  spend  for  luxuries  ?  ”  asked  his  friend. 

(<  Luxuries !  ”  answered  the  young  man,  (<  If  by  luxuries  you  mean 
cigars  and  a  few  drinks,  I  don’t  average, —  including  an  occasional  cigar 
or  a  glass  of  light  wine  for  a  friend,  —  over  six 
dollars  a  week.  Most  of  the  boys  spend  more, 
but  I  make  it  a  rule  to  be  moderate  in  my  ex¬ 
penditures.  ” 

<(  Ten  years  ago,”  declared  the  friend, 

«  I  was  spending  about  the  same  every  week 
for  the  same  things,  and  paying  thirty  dol¬ 
lars  a  month  for  five  inconvenient  rooms 
up  four  flights  of  stairs.  I  had  just  mar¬ 
ried  then,  and  one  day  I  told  my  wife 
that  I  so  loved  her  that  I  longed  to  have  her  in  a 
place  befitting  her  needs  and  refinement.  ‘John,* 
was  her  reply,  < If  you  love  me  well  enough  to  give  up 
two  things  which  are  not  only  useless,  but  extremely  harmful 
to  you,  we  can,  for  what  those  things  alone  cost,  own  a  pretty 
home  in  ten  years. * 

«  She  sat  down  by  me  with  a  pencil  and  paper,  and  in  less  than  five 
minutes  had  demonstrated  that  she  was  right.  You  dined  with  me  in 
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the  suburbs  the  other  day,  and  spoke  of  the  beauty  and  convenience  of 
our  cottage.  That  cottage  cost  three  thousand  dollars,  and  every  dollar 
of  it  was  my  former  cigar  and  drink  money.  But  I  gained  more  than  a 
happy  wife  and  pretty  home  by  this  saving;  I  gained  self-control,  better 
health,  self-respect,  a  truer  manhood,  a  more  permanent  happiness.  I 
desire  every  young  man  who  is  trying  to  secure  pleasure  through  smok¬ 
ing  and  drinking,  whether  moderately  or  immoderately,  to  make  use  of 
his  judgment,  and  pencil  and  paper,  and  see  if  he  is  not  forfeiting  in  a 
number  of  directions  far  more  than  he  is  gaining. >> 

Everyone  who  is  living  beyond  his  income,  and  incurring  debts  he 
sees  no  way  of  paying,  is  burning  out  his  self-respect  and  the  respect  of 
others,  his  peace  of  mind,  his  integrity,  the  character  which  is  his  capital, 
and,  inevitably,  his  chances  of  advancement  and  success. 

It  is  estimated  that  if  a  man  will  begin  at  twenty  years  of  age  to 
lay  by  twenty-six  cents  every  working  day,  investing  at  seven  per  cent, 
compound  interest,  he  will  at  seventy  years  of  age  have  amassed  thirty- 
two  thousand  dollars. 

(<  Economy  is  wealth.”  This  proverb  has  been  repeated  to  most  of  us 
until  we  are  either  tired  of  it  or  careless  of  it,  but  it  is  well  to  remember 
that  a  saying  becomes  a  proverb  because  of  its  truth  and  significance. 
Many  a  man  has  proved  that  if  economy  is  not  actual  wealth,  it  is,  in 
many  cases,  potentially  so. 

Professor  Marshall,  the  noted  English  economist,  estimates  that 
$500,000,000  is  spent  annually  by  the  British  working  classes  for  things 
that  do  nothing  to  make  their  lives  nobler  or  happier.  At  a  recent 
meeting  of  the  British  Association,  the  president,  in  an  address  to  the 
economic  section,  expressed  his  belief  that  the  simple  item  of  food- waste 
alone  would  justify  the  above-mentioned  estimate.  One  potent  cause  of 
waste  to-day  is  that  very  many  of  the  women,  having  been  practically 
brought  up  in  factories,  do  not  know  how  to  buy  economically,  and  are 
neither  passable  cooks  nor  good  housekeepers.  Edward  Atkinson  esti¬ 
mates  that  in  the  United  States  the  waste  from  bad  cooking  alone  is 
over  a  hundred  million  dollars  a  year! 

All  this  may  seem,  to  some  readers,  —  and  doubtless  is, —  very  com¬ 
monplace.  But,  as  Renan  wisely  says:  (<  the  worst  error  one  can  commit 
is  to  reject  truth,  because  it  has  become  commonplace.  .  .  .  Com¬ 
monplace  !  .  .  .  That  means  that  it  is  true.  It  is  the  greatest  eu- 
logium  of  an  idea,  that  it  has  become  commonplace.”  But,  commonplace 
or  not,  the  lesson  is  one  which  thousands  of  Americans  have  never  prac¬ 
tically,  and  many  others  but  partially,  learned.  It  is  a  fact,  as  notorious 
as  it  is  melancholy,  that,  of  all  the  civilized  people  on  the  globe,  we  are 
the  most  wasteful.  It  is  well  known  to  every  traveler  in  France  that  a 
French  cook  would  feed  a  family  on  what  an  average  American  family 
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would  waste,  or  reject  as  worthless.  Even  the  <(  Heathen  Chinee  »  may 
teach  11s  here,  —  may  show  us  examples  of  economy  which  are  of  price¬ 
less  value.  The  lowest  of  the  race  are  sages  in  this  respect,  compared 
with  many  of  those  who  would  exclude  them  from  our  shores.  A  Bap¬ 
tist  minister  in  China  writes  home  that  what  an  American  family  throws 
away  in  a  year  would  support  a  dozen  Chinese  families  during  that  time ; 
while,  on  the  other  hand,  all  the  waste  of  a  Chinese  family  in  the  same 
time  would  not  keep  a  mouse  from  starving. 

The  extravagance  of  American  housekeepers  is  strikingly  shown  in 
the  waste  barrel, —  the  refuse  that  is  carted  away  from  their  houses.  In 
it  will  be  found  papers,  strings,  etc.,  that  are  valu¬ 
able  for  wrappers,  pieces  of  pencil,  steel  pens  half 
used,  bottles,  tin  boxes,  pieces  of  food,  and  other  a 
articles,  which,  in  any  other  country,  would  be 
turned  to  use.  Even  those  who  buy  their  fuel, 
and  complain  bitterly  of  its  increasing  cost, 
will  throw  away  their  boxes  and  barrels,  that  1 
could  be  used  for  fire-wood.  How  often  articles 
of  clothing  are  discarded  before  they  are  half  worn 
out,  simply  because  they  are  a  little  passd  in  style, 
or  rusty  looking,  when,  at  a  small  cost,  they 
might  be  renovated  and  made  serviceable  for 
months,  or  a  year.  When  one  sees  the  way  in 
which  Americans  treat  their  foot-wear,  he  cannot 
wonder  that  shoe  factories  are  so  numerous  and 

profitable,  their  work  forming  the  chief  occupation  in  cities  of  fifty 
thousand  or  more  inhabitants  and  that,  in  our  large  cities,  about  every 
fifth  or  sixth  shop  is  a  boot  and  shoe  store. 

How  few  Americans  wear  a  pair  of  boots,  even  of  the  best  quality, 
longer  than  a  year  or  two!  Yet  I  have  known  a  man,  by  adequate  care 
of  a  pair  of  winter  boots, —  by  carefully  cleaning  and  drying  them  after 
each  day’s  wear,  and  by  having  them  thoroughly  oiled,  to  prevent  cracks, 
four  or  five  times  in  a  year,  to  make  them  do  good  service,  though  used 
almost  exclusively,  for  sixteen  winters.  Of  course,  they  were  of  the  best 
manufacture, —  costing,  with  new  solings  and  heelings  and  straps, 
twelve  dollars,  or  seventy-five  cents  a  year! 

What  tales  of  extravagance  and  waste  are  told  by  the  backyards  of 
our  homes,  our  stores  and  our  factories.  The  barnyards  and  fields  of 
our  western  farmers  tell  a  similar  story,  filled  as  they  are  with  farm  ma¬ 
chinery,  rusting  and  decaying. 

<(  The  first  thing  that  a  man  should  learn  to  do,”  says  Andrew  Car¬ 
negie,  (<  is  to  save  his  money.  By  saving  his  money  he  promotes  thrift, 
— the  most  valued  of  all  habits.  Thrift  is  the  great  fortune-maker.  It 
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draws  the  line  between  the  savage  and  the  civilized  man.  Thrift  not 
only  develops  the  fortune,  but  it  develops,  also,  the  man’s  character. ” 

A  New  Orleans  printer,  when  his  fellow  workmen  went  out  to  drink 
beer  during  working  hours,  put  in  the  bank  the  exact  amount  which  he 
would  have  spent  if  he  had  gone  with  them.  He  pursued  this  plan  for 
five  years,  when  he  examined  his  bank  account  and  found  he  had  de¬ 
posited  five  hundred  and  twenty-one  dollars  and  eighty-six  cents.  In 
the  five  years  he  had  not  lost  a  day  on  account  of  sickness.  Three  out 
of  five  of  the  others  had  in  the  meantime  become  drunkards,  were  worth¬ 
less  as  workmen,  and  were  discharged.  The  water  drinker  then  bought 
the  printing  office,  enlarged  the  business,  and,  twenty  years  from  the 
time  he  began  to  put  by  his  money,  was  worth  one  hundred  thousand 
dollars. 

(<  Provided  he  has  some  ability  and  good  sense  to  start  with,  is  thrift)", 
honest,  and  economical, ”  said  Philip  D.  Armour,  “there  is  no  reason 
why  any  young  man  should  not  accumulate  money  and  attain  so-called 
success  in  life.”  When  asked  to  what  qualities  he  attributed  his  own  suc¬ 
cess,  Mr.  Armour  said:  (<  I  think  that  thrift  and  economy  had  much  to  do 
with  it.  I  owe  much  to  my  mother’s  training  and  to  a  good  line  of 
Scotch  ancestors,  who  have  always  been  thrifty  and  economical.” 

But  no  one  should  make  the  mistake  of  economizing  to  the  extent  of 
planting  seeds  and  then  denying  liberal  nourishment  to  the  plants  that 
grow  from  them;  of  conducting  business  without  advertising;  or  of  sav¬ 
ing  a  little  extra  expense  by  pinching  on  one’s  table  or  dress.  (<  A  dollar 
saved  is  a  dollar  earned,”  but  a  dollar  spent  well  and  liberally  is  often 
several  dollars  earned.  The  dashing,  generous  spirit,  nowadays,  will 
leave  far  behind  the  plodder  that  devotes  time  to 'adding  pennies  that 
could  be  given  to  making  dollars. 

The  only  value  a  dollar  has  is  its  buying  power.  (<  No  matter  how 
many  times  it  has  been  spent,  it  is  still  good.”  Hoarded  money  is  of  no 
more  use  than  gold  so  inaccessible  in  old  mother  earth  that  it  will  never 
feel  the  miner’s  pick.  There  is  plenty  in  this  world,  if  we  keep  it  mov¬ 
ing  and  keep  moving  after  it.  Imagine  everybody  in  the  world  stingy, 
living  on  the  principle  of  <(We  can  do  without  that,”  or  «  Our  grand¬ 
fathers  got  along  without  such  things,  and  I  guess  we  can.”  What 
would  become  of  our  parks,  grand  buildings,  electrical  improvements ;  of 
music  and  art  ?  What  would  become  of  labor  that  nurses  a  tree  from 
a  forest  to  a  piano  or  a  palace  car  ?  What  would  become  of  those  de¬ 
pendent  upon  the  finished  work  ?  What  would  happen,  what  panic 
would  follow,  if  everybody  turned  stingy,  is  indefinable. 

The  thrifty  housewife  is  not  the  poor  woman  who  spends  her  life  in¬ 
doors  trying  with  might  and  main  to  make  many  dollars’  worth  of  work 
and  worry  to  save  a  few  cents,”  says  the  New  York  «  Commercial  Adver- 
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tiser. w  (<  She  is  quite  another  variety  of  economist.  She  goes  out  and 
around,  mingles  with  people  who  are  apt  to  have  ideas  newer  and  fresher 
than  her  own.  She  is  not  too  proud  to  adopt  the  theories  of  others  if  they 
are  better  than  her  own,  and  she  seeks  advice  and  peeps  at  the  points  of 
view  of  other  women, even  if  she  does  not  entirely  accept  them.  She  consid¬ 
ers  health,  physical,  mental,  and  moral,  the  only  thing  in  the  world  worth 
worrying  about,  and  refuses  to  lose  sleep  or  appetite  over  trifles.  She 
keeps  her  servants  as  long  as  she  can ;  but  if  they  go  she  does  not  wear 
sackcloth  and  ashes.  Restaurants,  hotels,  charwomen,  and  patience,  she 
considers  better  substitutes  for  servants  than  the  mistress  wearing  out 
her  clothes,  nerves,  and  youth,  cooking  meals  for  a  hungry  household. 
The  truly  thrifty  woman  is  a  creature  endowed  with  logic  and  common 
sense,  whose  price  is  far  above  rubies.  She  knows  how  to  take  care  of 
herself  so  well  that  she  seldom  needs  to  be  taken  care  of.  She  does  not 
work  herself  to  death  for  ten  years  and  then  remain  a  helpless  invalid  for 
twenty.  She  keeps  young,  and  her  home  is  as  attractive  to  her  husband 
on  his  silver  wedding  day  as  it  was  when  he  and  his  bride  entered  it  to¬ 
gether  for  the  first  time.  w 

w  So  apportion  your  wants  that  your  means  may  exceed  them,”  says 
Bulwer.  (<  With  one  hundred  pounds  a  year  I  may  need  no  man’s  help; 
I  may  at  least  have  ( my  crust  of  bread  and  liberty. >  But  with  five 
thousand  pounds  a  year,  I  may  dread  a  ring  at  my  bell ;  I  may  have  my 
tyrannical  master  in  servants  whose  wages  I  cannot  pay;  my  exile  may 
be  at  the  fiat  of  the  first  long-suffering  man  who  enters  a  judgment  against 
me;  for  the  flesh  that  lies  nearest  my  heart,  some  Shylock  may  be  dust¬ 
ing  his  scales  and  whetting  his  knife.  Every  man  is  needy  who  spends 
more  than  he  has ;  no  man  is  needy  who  spends  less.  I  may  so  ill  manage 
that,  with  five  thousand  a  year,  I  purchase  the  worst  evils  of  poverty, — 
terror  and  shame;  I  may  so  well  manage  my  money  that,  with  one  hun¬ 
dred  pounds  a  year,  I  purchase  the  best  blessings  of  wealth, —  safety  and 
respect. w 

All  fortunes  have  their  foundations  laid  in  economy. 

—  J.  G.  Holland. 

A  penny  saved  is  twopence  clear, — 

A  pin  a  day’s  a  groat  a  year. 

—  Franklin. 

Poverty  is  in  want  of  much,  but  avarice  of  everything. 

—  Publius  Syrus. 

To  balance  fortune  by  a  just  expense, 

Join  with  economy,  magnificence. 

—  Pope. 
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Each  soul  is  worth  so  much  on  ’change, 

And  marked  like  sheep  with  figures. 

—  Mrs.  Browning. 

The  devil  tempts  us  not,— ’tis  we  tempt  him, 

Reckoning  his  skill  with  opportunity. 

—  George  Eliot. 

How  oft  the  sight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds 
Makes  ill  deeds  done! 

—  Shakespeare. 

With  such  deceits  he  gained  their  easy  hearts, 

Too  prone  to  credit  his  perfidious  arts. 

—  Dryden. 

Thou’lt  fall  into  deception  unaware, 

Not  keeping  strictest  watch. 

—  Milton. 

The  purest  treasure  mortal  times  afford 
Is — spotless  reputation  ;  that  away, 

Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay. 

—  Shakespeare. 

Prefer  loss  to  dishonest  gain ;  the  former  vexes  you  for  a  time,  but  the  latter 
will  bring  you  lasting  remorse.  — Chilo. 

I  will  not  steal  a  victory. —  Alexander  the  Gre\t. 

Friends,  if  we  be  honest  with  ourselves,  we  shall  be  honest  with  each  other. 

—  George  MacDonald. 

The  night  the  (<  Tasmania  w  was  wrecked,  the 
captain  had  given  the  course  north  by  west, 
sixty-seven  degrees.  He  had  taken  account 
of  eddies  and  currents.  The  second  officer,  over¬ 
looking  these,  ordered  the  helmsman  to  make  it  north 
*  by  east,  fifty-seven  degrees,  but  to  bring  the  ship 
“““  around  so  gently  that  the  captain  wouldn’t  know 
_  it.  The  vessel  was  wrecked  in  consequence  of  this 
change  of  course.  There  is  a  great  difference  between 
going  just  right  and  going  a  little  wrong. 

M  Opening  an  account  with  ruin w  is  what  every 
business  man  does  who  thinks  to  get  a  living  by  the  loss  of 
his  integrity. 

“  Some  time  ago,w  says  an  English  insurance  agent,  <(  a  man  asked 
me  to  accompany  him  home,  as  he  had  some  things  there  to  be  insured. 
"When  we  arrived  at  his  house,  he  showed  me  one  hundred  boxes  of 
cigars  which  he  wanted  insured.  There  were  a  hundred  cigars  in  each 
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box,  making-  ten  thousand  in  all,  which  were  valued  at  fourpence  each, 
so  I  insured  the  lot  for  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds.  A  few  days  ago 
the  man  came  to  me  and  asked  for  the  insurance  money. 

(  You've  had  no  fire  at  your  house/  I  replied. 

(<  (No,  but  I’ve  smoked  them/  said  he;  (  and,  according  to  the  paper, 
I’m  entitled  to  the  money,  as  it  reads  distinctly  that,  if  the  goods  are 
consumed  by  fire,  money  is  paid  on  application. ) 

(<  As  far  as  the  technicalities  were  concerned  he  was  correct ;  but  I 
said.  ( All  right,  sir,  you’ll  get  the  money;  yet  I  will  take  you  upon 
your  own  confession  and  proceed  against  you  for  incendiarism.  > 

(<  (  Well,  I’ll  be  hanged/  was  all  he  said,  and  the  room  shook  vio¬ 
lently  as  he  slammed  the  door. w 

The  desire  to  become  a  swindler  is  not  very  uncommon  in  the  business 
world.  Any  transaction  in  which  you  expect  to  get  something  for  noth¬ 
ing,  or  more  than  a  fair  equivalent  for  what  you  give,  is  a  dishonest  and 
dishonorable  transaction,  whether  the  sum  be  a  nickel  or  a  million  dollars. 

It  is  a  sad  day  when  one  gets  an  idea  that  he  can  obtain  a  dollar  with¬ 
out  earning  it  It  marks  the  beginning  of  his  fall.  Whatever  one  ex¬ 
pects  to  get  from  another  without  the  expenditure  of  time,  or  skill,  is 
the  product  of  either  theft  or  gaming. 

(<  The  sharp  man  iz  often  mistaken  for  the  wize  one,w  says  Josh  Bill¬ 
ings,  <(  but  he  iz  just  az  different  from  a  wize  one  az  he  iz  from  an  honest 
one. 

(<  He  trusts  tew  his  cunning  for  suckcess,  and  this  iz  the  next  thing 
tew  being  a  rogue. 

<(  The  sharp  man  iz  like  a  razor,  —  generally  too  sharp  for  enny  thing 
but  a  shave. 

(<  Theze  men  are  not  tew  be  trusted, —  they  are  so  constituted  that 
they  must  cheat  sumboddv,  and,  rather  than  be  idle  or  lose  a  good  job, 
they  will  pitch  onto  their  best  friends. 

(<  They  are  not  exackly  outkasts,  but  liv  cluss  on  the  borders  of  crim¬ 
inality,  and  are  liable  tew  step  over  at  enny  time. 

<(  It  iz  but  a  step  from  cunning  tew  raskality,  and  it  iz  a  step  that  iz 
alwuss  inviting  to  take. 

<(  Sharp  men  hav  but  phew  friends,  and  seldum  a  konfidant.  They 
hav  learnt  tew  fear  treachery  by  studying  their  own  natures. 

(<  They  are  alwuss  bizzy,  but  like  the  hornet,  want  a  heap  ov  sharp 
watching. 

(<  The  sharp  man  iz  alwuss  a  vain  one.  He  prides  himself  upon  his 
cunning,  and  had  rather  do  a  shrewd  thing  than  a  kind  one.  * 

((  There  are  few,”  says  Beecher,  (<  who  will  not  benefit  by  pondering 
upon  the  morals  of  shopping.  The  wish  to  get  more  than  one  has  the 
means  to  pay  for  is  a  wish  to  injure  a  neighbor, —  to  obtain  his  posses- 
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sions  without  just  compensation.  Although  a  thing  may  occasionally 
come  into  our  hands  which  we  never  could  have  had,  had  it  not  been 
cheap,  yet  the  desire  to  depress  property  for  the  sake  of  making  it  our 
own  is  dishonesty  in  disposition,  whether  custom  sanctions  it  or  not. ” 

There  are  multitudes  who  despise  the  ordinary  swindling  methods 
which  flood  the  press,  such  as  notices  of  (<  Reporters  wanted, ”  or  <(  De¬ 
tectives  wanted,”  or  black-mailing  schemes,  or  the  writing  up  or  writing 
down  of  public  performers,  or  mythical  firms  and  agencies,  or  sugar- 
and-water  medicines,  and  clumsy,  bungling  forms  of  stealing,  who  will 
invest,  nevertheless,  in  lottery  policies;  or  in  fairs  for  the  founding  of 
churches,  schools,  and  hospitals,  which  are  conducted  on  the  raffling 
system;  or  invest  in  stock-jobbing  operations,  and  other  forms  of  gam¬ 
bling.  Whether  one  patronizes  pool  or  book-making,  or  employs  faro, 
billiards,  rondo,  keno,  cards,  or  bagatelle,  the  idea  is  dishonest;  for  it 
professes  to  give  you  a  good  for  which  no  equivalent  is  rendered. 

A  youth  may  gloat  upon  having  cheated  a  cheat,  without  thinking 
that  he  is  himself  a  cheat. 

A  West  Virginia  letter  in  a  daily  paper  says:  — 


(<  I  was  sitting  on  a  keg  of  nails  in  a  mountain  store  watching  a  native 
dickering  with  the  merchant  over  a  trade  of  a  basket  of  eggs  for  a  calico 
dress.  After  some  time  a  bargain  was  closed,  the  native 
walked  out  with  the  dress  in  a  bundle  under  his  arm,  and  I 
followed  him. 

(<  ( It  isn’t  any  business  of  mined  I  said,  (  but  I  was 
watching  that  trade,  and  was  surpised  to  see  you  let 
the  eggs  go  for  the  dress.  > 

(<  ( What  fer  ? >  he  asked,  in  astonishment,  as  he 
mounted  his  horse. 

(<  (  How  many  eggs  did  you  have  ?  > 

(( (  Basket  full. > 

<(  (  How  many  dozen  ?  > 

<(  (  Dunno.  Can’t  count.  > 

(( (  That's  where  you  miss  the  advantages  of  education.  With 
knowledge,  you  might  have  got  two  dresses  for  those  eggsd 
<(  (  But  I  didn’t  want  two  dresses,  mister, >  he  argued. 

«  <  Perhaps  not,  but  that  was  no  reason  why  you  should  have  paid  double 
the  price  for  one.  The  merchant  got  the  advantage  of  you  because  of  his 
education.  He  knew  what  he  was  about. )  ” 

«  He  looked  at  me  for  a  minute,  as  if  he  felt  real  sorry  for  me.  Then  he 
grinned,  and  guided  his  horse  close  to  me. 

«  <1  reckon, >  he  half  whispered,  casting  furtive  glances  toward  the  store, 
(  his  eddication  ain’t  so  much  mor’n  mine  ez  you  think  it  is.  He  don’t  know 
how  many  uv  them  aigs  is  spiled,  an’  I  do  ;>  and  he  rode  away  before  I  could 
argue  further.” 
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A  similar  idea  is  illustrated  in  a  story  about  Jacob  Barker,  the  mer¬ 
chant  prince  of  New  Orleans,  who  called  at  an  insurance  office  one  day  to 
take  out  a  new  policy  on  one  of  his  ships  long-  overdue. 

A  high  rate  of  premium  was  demanded,  as  fears  were  entertained  for 
the  safety  of  the  ship;  but  Mr.  Barker  offered  a  lower  figure,  and  left 
without  coming  to  an  agreement. 

That  night  a  swift  messenger  brought  the  news  of  the  total  loss  of  the 
vessel,  at  which  he  merely  said  (<  Very  well.® 

Next  morning,  on  the  way  to  his  counting  house,  the  merchant 
stopped  his  carriage  at  the  insurance  office,  and,  without  leaving  his  seat, 
said  quietly  to  the  secretary:  “  Friend,  thee  need  not  make  out  that  pol¬ 
icy;  I’ve  heard  of  the  ship.® 

“  Oh,  sir!  — but,  sir, —  Mr.  Barker,®  said  the  secretary,  running  into 
the  office  and  returning  a  moment  later,  (<  we’ve  made  out  the  policy,  and 
you' can’t  back  out  of  it.® 

“  How  so,  my  friend  ?  ®  asked  the  merchant  demurely. 

“  When  you  left  last  evening,  we  agreed  to  your  proposal,  and  the 
policy  was  made  out  at  once.  The  office  became  liable,  and  you  must 
take  it.  See,  here  it  is,®  he  added,  as  a  clerk  brought  out  the  paper 
with  the  signature  hardly  dry. 

“Well,  friend,®  said  Mr.  Barker,  “if  thee  will  have  it,  I  suppose  I  must 
take  it,®  and  he  put  the  paper  in  his  pocket  and  handed  to  the  secretary 
the  premium  money  which  the  policy  called  for. 

At  a  leather  store  a  group  of  clerks  were  debating  the  morals  of  trade ; 
and  one  of  them  was  relating,  without  apparent  disapproval,  this  old 
story  of  “Jim  Fisk,®  so  noted  for  sharp  transactions  in  New  York  many 
years  ago:  — 

“I  despise  cheap  lying,®  said  Fisk;  “I  would  never  lie  fora  nine- 
pence;  but  give  me  eight  lies  for  a  dollar,  and  I  am  with  you  every 
time.  ® 

Henry  S.  Ives,  “the  Young  Napoleon  of  Finance,®  as  he  was  called, 
who  died  not  many  years  since  in  New  Jersey,  was  a  clerk  in  1881  at  a 
salary  of  seven  dollars  a  week.  In  seven  years,  at  twenty-nine  years  of 
age,  the  company  he  had  formed  failed  for  $20,000,000.  His  Wall  Street 
experience  of  speculation,  railroad  wrecking,  and  reckless  banking,  is 
only  one  of  many  in  the  world’s  record,  and  involved  the  utter  wreck 
of  a  brilliant  mind  which  set  out  in  early  life  to  open  an  account  with 
ruin. 

“No  one  in  these  days,®  says  a  shrewd  observer,  “goes  about  like 
Diogenes,  looking  for  an  honest  man;  all  are  looking  for  smart  men.  An 
honest  man,  a  little  slow,  gets  a  salary  of  one  thousand  a  year,  a  smart 
man,  who  will  rob  you  on  the  first  occasion,  you  buy  with  five  thou¬ 
sand.  ® 
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Do  not  men  in  nearly  all  walks  of  life  practise  irregularities  and 
petty  deceits  daily?  Such  practices  are  so  common,  that  we  have  come 
to  regard  them  as  something  to  be  tolerated  almost  without  protest. 
Here  is  a  boy  honestly  bred,  who  goes  to  a  trade  or  a  store,  where  his 
plain  honesty  excites  ridicule.  The  master  tells  his  clerks  that  such 
truthfulness  is  blundering  and  that  the  boy  has  evidently  been  neg¬ 
lected. 

Perhaps  the  youth  has  in  him  the  making  of  a  scoundrel.  At  first,  it 
pains  his  scruples  and  tinges  his  face  to  frame  a  deliberate  dishonesty. 
His  tongue  stammers;  but  the  example  of  a  rich  master,  the  jeers  of 
shopmates,  with  gradual  practice,  cure  this.  He  first  fleeces  customers 
for  his  master’s  sake,  and  then  his  master  for  his  own  sake.  He  opens 
an  account  with  ruin.  Yet  what  wages  will  ever  compensate  him  for  the 
loss  of  his  moral  health  ?  He  hears  little  said  about  honesty,  and  much 
about  shrewd  traffic,  and  he  soon  proposes  to  himself  a  brilliant  even  if 
unscrupulous  career. 

In  the  old  Roman  days,  two  upright  spears  were  crossed  by  one  at 
the  top;  this  was  the  yoke,  and  under  it  the  enemies  of  Rome  were 
made  to  pass.  In  these  days  what  greater  disgrace  is  there  for  a  youth 
than  to  <(  pass  under  the  yoke  ”  of  Mammon  ? 

Of  those  who  pass  under  Mammon’s  yoke,  avast  army  of  the  enemies 
of  mankind  are  to  be  classified  as  the  host  of  Shoddy.  What  is  it  all  but 
the  adulteration  of  manhood  ? 

<(  Take  the  humbug  out  of  this  world,”  said  Josh  Billings,  <(  and  you 
haven’t  much  left  to  do  business  with.” 

Nature  apparently  made  a  mistake  in  cows,  putting  too  little  water  into 
the  milk.  This  puts  the  dealers  in  New  York  to  a  great  deal  of  trouble, 
since  they  are  obliged  to  add  a  hundred  thousand  gallons  of  water  a  day 
to  the  milk  sold  in  the  city.  In  puritan  Boston,  too,  the  Board  of 
Health  recently  captured  certain  letters,  from  which  these  quotations  are 
taken : — 

1.  <(I  would  like  to  call  your  attention  to - ,  for  which  I  am  the  agent. 

It  is  the  article  which  all  milkmen  in  Boston  and  vicinity  use  to  improve 
the  quality  of  their  milk,  and  to  help  them  out  when  milk  is  scarce.  It  is 
perfectly  harmless,  and  the  milk  inspectors  and  State  Board  of  Health  can¬ 
not  detect  it  in  the  milk.  The  amount  of  water  you  can  add  to  your  milk 

in  one  day  w'ithout  detection  will  pay  for - enough  to  use  three  months. 

If  you  have  any  friends  in  the  business,  please  tell  them  of  this.” 

2.  (<  Yours  received.  Sent  by  Adams’  express  one  bottle - .  Give  it 

a  good  trial.  Don’t  be  afraid  of  the  color,  taste,  or  smell,  as  you  will  find  it  to 
be  all  right  when  in  the  milk.  A  sample  of  milk  taken  from  a  batch  put 

up  with - ,  and  analyzed,  will  prove  to  the  inspector  to  be  all  right, 

as  the  -  counteracts  the  chemicals  they  have  to  use  in  the  analysis.” 
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Directions  also  accompanied  the  above  letters,  in  which  after  specify¬ 
ing  the  amount  of  water,  sugar,  and  salt  to  be  used  in  addition  to  the 
coloring  matter,  the  writer  adds:  — 

(<If  you  take  cream  off  the  milk,  add  a  trifle  more.  Some  don’t  use 
sugar  only  when  sticking  their  milk  pretty  hard.  It  gives  a  good  body, 
however.® 

We  eat,  drink,  and  wear  perjury  and  fraud  in  a  hundred  commodities. 
This  is  strikingly  illustrated  by  the  following  advertisement  inserted  by 
a  resident  of  a  large  country  town:  — 

(<  Notice. —  I  bought  of  a  grocer,  on  Main  Street,  a  quantity  of  sugar, 
from  which  I  obtained  one  pound  of  sand.  -  If  the  rascal  who  cheated  me 
will  send  to  my  address  seven  pounds  of  good  sugar,  I  will  be  satisfied;  if 
not,  I  shall  expose  him.® 

On  the  following  day  nine  seven-pound  packages  of  sugar  were  left 
at  the  advertiser’s  residence  from  as  many  different  dealers,  each  suppos¬ 
ing  himself  the  one  intended. 

<(  Four  flies  were  hungry,®  says  a  modern  fable.  “The  first  settled 
on  a  sausage  of  singularly  appetizing  appearance,  and  made  a  hearty 
meal.  But  he  speedily  died  of  intestinal  inflammation,  for  the  sausage 
was  adulterated  with  aniline.  The  second  fly  breakfasted  on  flour,  and 
forthwith  succumbed  to  contraction  of  the  stomach,  owing  to  the  inor¬ 
dinate  quantity  of  alum  with  which  the  flour  had  been  adulterated.  The 
third  was  slaking  his  thirst  from  the  milk-jug,  when  violent  cramps 
suddenly  convulsed  his  frame,  and  he  gave  up  the  ghost,  a  victim  to  the 
chalk  adulteration.  Seeing  this,  the  fourth  fly,  muttering  to  himself, 
<  The  sooner  it’s  over  the  sooner  to  sleep, )  alighted  on  a  moistened  sheet 
of  paper  exhibiting  the  counterfeit  presentment  of  a  death’s  head,  and 
the  inscription,  (  Fly  Poison.  >  Applying  the  tip  of  his  proboscis  to  the 
liquid,  he  drank  to  his  heart’s  content,  growing  more  vigorous  and  cheer¬ 
ful  at  every  mouthful,  although  expectant  of  his  end.  But  he  did  not 
die.  On  the  contrary,  he  throve  and  waxed  fat.  Even  the  fly  poison 
was  adulterated ! * 

<(  Swindle  the  public  if  you  can  ®  seems  to  be  the  motto  of  many  a 
dealer,  “  and  make  your  goods  fetch  more  than  they  are  worth.0 

In  these  days  many  employers  require  some  deception,  a  certain  com¬ 
pliance  with  the  existing  order  of  things,  a  certain  shutting  of  the  eyes 
to  defects  and  little  irregularities  and  customs.  They  say  competition 
demands  this  policy.  Can  we  wonder  that,  with  such  models  before 
them,  our  young  men  and  women  become  warped  and  crooked  in  their 
views,  and  adopt  false  ideals  and  standards  ? 

(<  I  am  required,  ®  said  a  druggist  clerk,  “  to  sell  the  same  medicine  as 
three  different  articles,  under  three  different  names,  to  purchasers  who 
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suppose  them  to  be  distinct  things,  and  who  buy  them  as  such  for  dis¬ 
tinct  purposes.  Yet  I  take  them  all  out  of  the  same  jar,  and  they  are 
identically  the  same  thing. ” 

With  infinite  pains  we  are  tempted  on  every  hand  to  pass  off  counter¬ 
feits  and  imitations,  to  make  nothing  pass  for  something.  What  if,  as 
some  one  suggests,  all  the  false  weights,  measures,  yardsticks,  boxes  and 
barrels  were  endowed  with  voice,  and  should  proclaim  the  little  lies  to 
which  they  silently  testify  ?  What  a  pile  of  lies  would  be  found  in  the 
basements  and  at  the  back  doors  of  our  stores, — boxes  of  lies,  barrels  of 
lies,  bottles  of  lies, —  lies  in  patent  medicines,  lies  in  labels,  lies  in  adver¬ 
tisements,  lies  in  clothes,  lies  in  manners,  lies  in  the  parlor,  lies  in  poli¬ 
tics;  shoddy  clothes  and  shoddy  characters!  ®  There  was  never  yet  an 
age  of  the  world,”  says  an  English  historian,  “in  which  one  part  of  man¬ 
kind  did  not  prey  upon  the  rest,  the  upright  and  industrious  self-denying 
of  all  ages  having  had  to  support  the  idle  and  dishonest;  the  only  differ¬ 
ence  being  that,  in  this  country,  cunning  takes  the  place  of  strength,  and 
fraud  is  substituted  for  violence. ” 

“The  modern  age,”  says  Carlyle,  “has  decided  that  the  profitablest 
way  is  to  do  its  work  ill,  slimly,  swiftly,  and  mendaciously.  A  hundred 
years  ago,  all  England  awoke  to  its  work  with  an  invocation  to  the  Eter¬ 
nal  Maker  to  bless  the  workmen  in  their  day’s  labor,  and  help  them  to 
do  it  well.  Now  all  England,  shopkeepers,  workmen,  all  manner  of 
competing  laborers  awaken,  as  if  with  an  unspoken  but  heartfelt  prayer 
to  Beelzebub, —  Oh,  help  us,  thou  great  Lord  of  shoddy,  adulteration, 
and  malfeasance,  to  do  our  work  with  a  maximum  of  slimness,  swiftness, 
profit,  and  mendacity,  for  the  devil’s  sake,  Amen!  ” 

He  then  illustrates  his  point  thus,  by  the  bricks  three  or  four  cen. 
turies  old  dug  up  in  his  own  garden:  “Bricks,  burn  them  rightly,  build 
them  faithfully,  with  mortar  faithfully  tempered,  will  stand,  barring 
earthquakes  and  cannon,  for  six  thousand  years.  Etruscan  pottery  is 
some  three  thousand  years  old,  and  still  fresh.  Nothing  I  know  of  is 
more  lasting  than  a  well-made  brick.”  Then  he  adds  the  story  of  Lon¬ 
don  bricks,  which  are  reduced  to  clay  again  in  three-score  years. 

To  live 

On  means  not  yours,  be  brave  in  silks  and  laces, 

Gallant  in  steeds,  splendid  in  banquets, —  all 
Not  yours,  ungiven,  uninherited,  unpaid  for, — 

This  is  to  be  a  trickster;  and  to  filch 
Men’s  art  and  labor,  which  to  them  is  wealth, 

Life,  daily  bread,  quitting  all  scores  with  <(  Friend, 

You’re  troublesome  !  » —  why,  this  —  forgive  me, — 

Is  what  —  when  done  with  a  less  dainty  grace, — 

Plain  folks  call  (<  Theft !»  — Bulwer. 
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<(  He  succeeded  in  business,  but  failed  as  a  man  *  — what  epitaph  can 
be  worse  than  this  ?  A  tract  upon  (<  The  Training  of  Scoundrels  ”  —  what 
literature  would  sell  better  than  this  ? 

The  demand  of  society  that  every  man  must  get  money  some  way, 
somehow,  is  the  bane  of  our  civilization.  To  crowd,  to  jam,  to  elbow 
our  way  through  the  crowd  to  the  front  seats,  any  way  to  get  there,  re¬ 
gardless  of  how  many  unfortunate  weaker  victims  we  trample  to  death 
under  our  feet,  seems  to  be  the  philosophy  of  this  electric  century.  It 
is  purely  a  survival  of  the  fittest,  an  extinction  of  the  unfit.  In  the 
West,  when  a  young  man  is  introduced  into  society,  or  to  business  life, 
they  do  not  ask  who  his  father  and  mother  were,  whether  noble  or  igno¬ 
ble;  whether  he  is  educated  or  refined,  noble  or  debased,  but  <(  Has  he 
arrived  ?  *  (<  Has  he  got  there  ?  * 

This  slang  phrase  is  more  expressive  than  any  other,  in  common  con¬ 
versation.  <(  Has  he  got  there  ?  ”  is  the  great  question, —  not  (<  How  did 
he  get  there  ? ”  It  is  not  a  question  whether  he  has  a  full,  rounded, 
symmetrical  development  of  all  his  powers,  of  whether  he  is  a  clean, 
noble-minded  man,  with  large  charity  and  a  magnanimous  heart,  but  it 
is  ever  the  sordid  question  (<  Has  he  got  there  ? ” 

No  matter  what  else  he  may  have  accomplished,  if  he  lias  not  made 
money,  in  the  opinion  of  a  vast  majority  of  people,  he  has  not  yet  got 
there.  If  he  has  succeeded  financially,  no  questions  are  asked  as  to  how 
he  got  the  money.  People  do  not  ask  whether  he  got  it  honestly  or  dis¬ 
honestly, —  whether  it  is  clean  or  slimy,  whether  it  smells  of  the  ruin 
of  operatives,  of  miners,  of  clerks;  these  considerations  cut  little  figure 
if  he  has  only  got  there  with  the  money. 

In  the  ethics  of  many  business  houses,  there  are  two  brands  of  hon¬ 
esty:  the  one,  very  elastic  in  its  application,  marked  (<  for  business  pur¬ 
poses  ” ;  the  other,  which  has  none  of  the  pliable  or  elastic  quality,  being 
reserved  for  home  and  social  use.  The  business  man,  and  the  man  in 
private  life,  often  seem  to  be  two  distinct  entities.  Governing  them¬ 
selves  by  this  double  standard  of  honesty,  men  do  not  hesitate,  in  busi¬ 
ness  transactions,  to  resort  to  methods  which,  in  private  or  social 
relations,  they  would  condemn  as  “tricky,”  “  dishonest, ”  or  “immoral.” 
But,  if  they  are  troubled  by  any  qualms  or  misgivings  in  regard  to  their 
commercial  rectitude,  or  the  morality  of  any  particular  act,  all  question¬ 
ing  is  set  at  rest  by  the  formula:  ®  It  is  customary.  Every  one  does  it.” 
Yet  the  Good  Book  says, — “  Go  not  with  the  multitude  to  do  evil.” 

Many  business  men  would  gladly  use  only  the  home  brand  of  honesty, 
if  they  thought  it  practicable.  But,  because  the  double  standard  is  so  gen¬ 
erally  recognized  as  legitimate,  as  the  only  “  smart  ”  way  of  doing  busi¬ 
ness,  they  are  fearful  that  their  interests  will  suffer,  that  competitors 
will  get  ahead  of  them  if  they  take  for  their  sole  standard  the  motto, 
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<(  Honesty  is  the  best  policy.®  Although  in  theory  they  advocate  the 
Golden  Rule,  they  have  not  the  moral  stamina  to  put  it  in  practice. 

These  men  do  not  realize  that  any  material  gains  purchased  by  a 
compromise  with  conscience,  by  sharp  practice  with  their  neighbors, 
will  turn  to  Dead  Sea  fruit  in  their  grasp.  They  do  not  realize  that  the 
man  who  does  not  take  honesty  as  his  working  partner  in  business,  no 
matter  how  much  money  or  property  he  may  amass,  how  many  col¬ 
leges  or  institutions  he  may  endow,  will  never  be  anything  but  a  failure. 

The  scandal  of  Christianity  to-day  is  that  so  many  men  who  profess 
to  be  <(  leaning  upon  the  Lord  ®  are  not  square  in  their  dealings.  <(  Men 
pray  cream,®  said  Beecher,  w  and  live  skim-milk.  Railways  over-issue 
stock,  but  refrain  from  Sunday  traffic.  ® 

(<Ugh!  much  God  and  no  flour!®  is  an  old  Indian  chief’s  character¬ 
ization  of  a  sanctimonious  Indian  agent  who  stole  the  goods  he  was  sup¬ 
posed  to  issue  to  the  tribe.  It  would  be  hard  to  give  a 
terser  definition  of  self-deception  or  hypocrisy. 

How  common  it  is  to  steal  from  corporations  or 
from  the  government.  Not  long  since  it  was  discov¬ 
ered  by  the  Chicago  authorities  that  some  of  their 
citizens,  possessed  of  millions  of  dollars,  had  joined 
in  laying  blind  water  pipes  over  a  good  share  of  the  stock 
yards,  through  which  they  had  been  stealing  water  from  the 
city, — no  one  knows  how  long.  If  men  will  do  these  things 
after  becoming  millionaires,  what  won’t  they  do  to  get  a  start 
in  life  ? 

(<  What  pretty  illuminated  cards!  ®  exclaimed  one  woman;  (<  this  one, 
especially,  with  the  motto,  (  Honesty  is  the  Best  Policy.*®  <(Yes,®  re¬ 
plied  the  other,  <(  I  brought  them  from  Europe;  and  wasn’t  I  fortunate  ? 
I  got  them  through  with  a  lot  of  other  things,  without  paying  a  cent  of 
duty.  ® 


A  short  time  ago  a  man  in  Chicago  sent  an  affidavit  to  the  United 
States  treasury  department,  accompanying  the  singed  half  of  two  twenty- 
dollar  bills  and  one  ten-dollar  bill.  This  affidavit  was  typewritten  and 
in  perfect  form.  It  stated  that  the  deponent  was  a  commercial  traveler; 
that,  after  returning  from  a  journey,  he  had  been  cleaning  out  his 
traveling-bag,  when  inadvertently,  he  had  thrown  into  the  fire  an  envel¬ 
ope  containing  fifty  dollars  in  bills;  that,  in  accordance  with  section  so- 
and-so  .of  the  law  of  such  a  date,  he  would  like  to  have  the  money 
restored  to  him. 

The  clerk  who  brought  this  document  to  Mr.  Relyea  commented  on 
its  lucidity  and  completeness. 

<(  The  story  seems  unnatural,®  said  Mr.  Relyea.  «  Hold  up  the  claim 
for  a  time.® 
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Twenty-four  hours  later  a  big-  shipment  of  mutilated  currency  came 
from  the  sub-treasury  at  Chicago.  Mr.  Relyea  asked  if  there  were 
any  half-notes  in  the  shipment.  In  four  or  five  minutes  the  clerk 
brought  him  the  missing  halves  of  the  bills  which  the  Chicago  man  had 
sent  in. 

The  attempt  to  defraud  was  plain.  The  matter  was  put  at  once  into 
the  hands  of  the  Secret  Service  Bureau.  An  agent  was  sent  to  Chicago. 
The  young  man  who  had  made  the  affidavit  was  put  under  arrest,  and 
the  story  of  his  crime  came  out.  He  was  of  decent  family,  but  had 
fallen  into  bad  company,  and  had  been  persuaded  by  older  companions 
to  attempt  the  fraud.  They  furnished  the  money  and  prepared  the  affi¬ 
davit.  They  cut  the  bills  in  halves,  and  for  one-half  of  them  obtained 
twenty-five  dollars.  The  other  half  they  singed  and  attached  to  his  affi¬ 
davit.  When  he  was  arrested  they  fled. 

The  gross  profit  of  the  swindle  could  not  have  been  more  than  twenty- 
five  dollars,  and  in  trying  to  cheat  the  government  out  of  that  amount, 
the  young  man  forfeited  his  reputation  and  his  liberty  for  a  year  and  a 
half. 

<(  I  geeps  me  von  leedle  schtore,))  said  a  German,  (<  and  does  a  pooty 
goot  peeznis,  but  I  don’t  got  mooch  gapital,  so  I  finds  it  hard  vork  to 
get  me  all  der  gredits  vot  I  would  like.  Last  veek  I  hear  about  some 
goots  a  barty  vas  going  to  sell  pooty  sheap,  und  so  I  writes  dot  man  if 
he  vould  gief  me  der  refusal  of  dose  goots  for  a  gouble  of  days.  He 
gafe  me  der  refusal, —  dat  is,  he  sait  I  gouldn’t  haf  dem, — but  he  sait 
he  vould  gall  on  me  und  see  mine  schtore,  und  den  if  m»ine  schtanding 
vas  goot,  berhaps  ve  might  do  somedings  togedder.  Veil,  yesterday,  a 
shentleman  gomes  in  and  says,  (  Mr.  Schmidt,  I  pelieve.'  I  says,  ( Yaw/ 
und  den  I  dinks,  dis  vas  der  man  vot  has  doze  goots  to  sell,  und  I  must 
dry  to  make  some  goot  imbressions  mit  him.  (  Dis  vas  goot  schtore/  he 
says,  (  bud  you  don’t  got  a  pooty  big  shtock  already. '  I  vas  avraid  to  let 
him  know  dot  I  only  hat  ’boud  a  tousand  tollars  vort  of  goots  in  der 
blace,  so  I  says:  (  You  don’t  dink  I  haf  more  as  dree  tousand  tollars  in 
dis  leedle  schtore  vould  you?'  He  says:  (Vos  dot  bossible!>  I  say 
(  Yaw/  I  meant  dot  id  vas  bossible,  dough  id  vasn’t  so,  vor  I  vas  like 
Shorge  Vashingtons  ven  he  cut  town  der  olt  elm  on  Poston  Commons, 
and  gouldn’t  dell  some  lies  aboud  id.  (  Veil/  says  der  shentleman,  (I 
dinks  you  ought  to  know  vot  you  haf  in  der  schtore.'  Und  den  he  takes 
a  pig  book  vrom  unter  his  arm  and  say:  (Vell,  I  poots  you  town  vor 
dree  tousand  tollars.'  I  ask  him  vot  he  means,  und  den  he  says  he  vas 
von  off  der  dax-men,  und  he  tank  me  pecause  I  vas  sooch  an  honest 
Deutscher,  und  tidn’t  dry  und  sheat  der  gofermants. 

<(  I  dells  you  I  tidn’t  veel  any  more  petter  as  a  hundert  ber  cent,  ven 
dot  man  valks  oudt,  und  der  nexd  dime  I  makes  free  mit  strangers  I 


4602 


TRUCKLING  TO  DISHONESTY 


vinds  first  deir  peeznis  oudt.”  He  had  tried  to  play  a  sharp  game,  but 
had  overreached  himself. 

Is  it  not  a  fact  that  we  rate  too  low  the  principles  of  honesty  and 
truth  in  the  common,  every-day  affairs  of  life  ?  Are  not  instances  brought 
daily  to  our  notice  of  officials  high  in  the  state  proving  utterly  faithless 
to  the  interests  committed  to  their  care  ? 

In  the  reign  of  George  III.,  the  market  value  of  a  seat  in  parliament 
was  4,000  pounds,  at  which  rate  the  whole  venal  house  could  have  been 
bought  at  about  2,000,000  pounds  sterling,  and  a  majority  for  not  much 
over  1,000,000  pounds. 

When  George  Jones,  of  the  New  York  <(  Times, ”  obtained  evidence  of 
the  gigantic  defalcations  of  the  <(  Tweed  Ring,”  Tammany  Hall,  to  pro¬ 
tect  itself,  tried  to  buy  his  paper;  and  then,  finding  that  it  was  not  for 
sale,  endeavored  to  purchase  its  owner,  offering  him  five  million  dollars 
simply  to  keep  silent  and  fill  his  paper  with  other  matter.  (<  I  don’t 
think  the  devil  will  ever  make  a  higher  bid  for  me  than  that,”  was  his 
reply.  The  publication  of  the  evidence  was  not  delayed  a  single  day, 
and,  under  his  powerful  attack  the  corrupt  political  leaders  were  driven 
into  exile. 

Yet  the  principle  of  the  thing  is  the  same,  whether  one  defrauds  a 
great  municipality,  stealing  by  the  million,  or  does  poor  work  on  the 
highways  in  order  to  cheat  a  small  country  town. 

Nine  times  out  of  ten,  dishonesty  is  the  sequel  of  carelessness,  ex¬ 
travagance,  or  unthrift, — often  that  of  domestic  or  social  life.  An 
extravagant  woman  will  tempt  her  lover  or  her  husband  to  make  money 
by  fraud.  Vanity  is  an  enemy  to  integrity. 

(<  A  young  woman  living  in  a  large  city,”  wrote  a  society  reporter, 
received  one  day  a  letter  from  a  friend,  asking  her  to  make  several 
small  purchases  and  forward  them  promptly.  ( I  don’t  know  just  how 
much  they  will  come  to, J  she  wrote,  (  but  I’ll  send  you  the  moneyas 
soon  as  I  hear  from  you.  >  At  some  inconvenience  to  herself,  she 
complied  with  the  request,  and  a  few  days  later  a  second  letter  came, 
thanking  her  cordially  for  her  trouble.  < It  isn’t  convenient  for  me  to  get 
a  money-order  this  morning,*  the  friend  wrote,  (  but  I  will  send  it  to¬ 
morrow.  *  The  days  passed  without  further  word,  and  the  girl,  who  from  a 
meager  salary,  had  advanced  the  sum  necessary  for  her  friend’s  purchases, 
often  wondered  as  to  the  fate  of  that  promised  order.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  it  was  not  purchased.  After  a  few  days  of  neglect,  the  matter  had 
entirely  slipped  from  the  mind  of  the  careless  debtor,  and  the  obligation 
was  never  discharged.  This  is  an  extreme  illustration  of  a  fault  which  be¬ 
longs  to  many  of  us  without  our  realizing  it.  (  Lend  me  a  postage  stamp,  > 
we  say,  when  if  we  stopped  to  think,  we  would  know  that  the  chances 
of  our  ever  returning  the  small  loan  are  infinitesimal.  In  countless 
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trifling  ways  we  disregard  our  obligations  to  our  friends  as  if  they  were 
not  worth  considering,  and  the  fact  that  our  friends  usually  agree  with 
us  does  not  make  our  fault  any  the  less.” 

What  is  this  but  placing  a  mortgage  upon  one’s  manhood,  and  enter¬ 
ing  upon  the  path  of  dishonor  ? 

<(  Has  it  ever  happened  to  us  to  have  a  dispute,  say  about  a  statement 
we  have  made,  or  about  a  matter  of  business,  or  about  family  affairs,  or 
even  about  a  game,  with  a  man  of  the  world,  and  to  have  him  tell  us  plainly 
that  we  have  acted  dishonorably  ?  ”  asks  an  English  correspondent  of  the 
(<  Christian  Endeavor  World.”  (<  I  do  not  mean  illegally,  which  is  a  differ¬ 
ent  matter  and  has  to  be  tried  by  a  different  standard,  but,  dishonorably 
as  between  man  and  man,  when  tried  by  the  working  code  of  straight¬ 
ness.  If  he  was  wrong,  it  was  a  bitter  moment  that  he  should  have 
thought  so  badly  of  us;  but,  if  he  was  right,  was  it  not  ghastly  ? 

(<  If  any  one  be  conscious  that  he  has  a  taint  of  crookedness  in  his 
blood,  and  that  he  is  inclined  to  play  tricks;  if  he  has  already  been  ex¬ 
posed  and  put  to  shame  because  he  did  not  speak  the  truth,  and  his 
hands  were  not  clean,  let  him  face  the  situation  and  bestir  himself. 
There  is  nothing  but  contempt  and  humiliation  in  store  for  the  dishonor¬ 
able  man  at  the  hands  of  the  world,  nothing  but  self-reproach  and  self- 
loathing  within  his  own  soul. 

It  is  said  that  the  bank  of  France  has  an  invisible  ((  studio,”  in  a  gal¬ 
lery  behind  the  cashiers,  so  that,  at  a  signal  from  one  of  them,  any  sus¬ 
pected  customer  can  instantly  have  his  picture  taken  without  his  own 
knowledge.  Bank  clerks  and  salesmen  are  sometimes  shadowed  for 
weeks  without  their  knowing  it  or  having  the  slightest  idea  of  being  sus¬ 
pected. 

The  Divine  Eye  (<  shadows”  every  man.  The  public  conscience,  the 
moral  sense  of  a  nation,  <( shadows”  every  man. 

The  general  safety  requires  that  every  man  should  be  held  to  one 
undeviating  law  of  rectitude.  (<  If  a  general  corruption  of  conscience 
were  the  result  of  our  civilization,”  asked  Janies  Freeman  Clarke,  (<  would 
it  not  be  better  if  all  our  wealth  were  sunk  in  the  Atlantic;  better  that 
every  railroad  were  torn  up,  every  steamer  sunk,  every  manufactory 
burned  to  the  ground,  and  we  again  be  dressed  in  homespun  and  living 
in  log-cabins  ?  ” 

The  fear  o’  hell’s  a  hangman’s  whip 
To  haud  the  wretch  in  order; 

But,  where  ye  feel  your  honor  grip, 

Let  that  aye  be  your  border. 

—  Burns. 

I  HOPE  I  shall  always  possess  firmness  and  virtue  enough  to  maintain,  what 
I  consider  the  most  enviable  of  all  titles,  fhe  character  of  an  honest  man. 

—  George  Washington. 
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«  The  great  end  of  education  is  to  form  a  reasonable  man.8 

In  exalting  the  faculties  of  the  soul,  we  annihilate,  in  a  great  degree,  the 
delusion  of  the  senses.  Aimi  Marten. 

Virtue  and  talents,  though  allowed  their  due  consideration,  yet  are  not  enough 
to  procure  a  man  a  welcome  wherever  he  goes.  Nobody  contents  himself  with  rough 
diamonds,  or  wears  them  so.  \\  hen  polished  and  set,  then  they  give  luster. 

—  Locke. 

Whatever  expands  the  affections,  or  enlarges  the  sphere  of  our  sympathies, 

—  whatever  makes  us  feel  our  relations  to  the  universe,  «  and  all  that  it  inherits,>) 
in  time  and  in  eternity,  to  the  great  and  beneficent  Cause  of  all,  must  unquestion¬ 
ably  refine  our  nature  and  elevate  us  in  the  scale  of  being.  Channing. 

All  who  become  men  of  power  reach  their  estate  by  the  same  self-mastery,  the 
same  self-adjustment  to  circumstances,  the  same  voluntary  exercise  and  discipline 
of  their  faculties,  and  the  same  working  of  their  life  up  to  and  into  their  high 
ideals  of  life.  J-  G.  Holland. 

What  is  strength,  without  a  double  share 
Of  wisdom?  Vast,  unwieldy,  burdensome; 

Proudly  secure,  yet  liable  to  fall 
By  weakest  subtleties ;  not  made  to  rule, 

But  to  subserve  where  wisdom  bears  command. 

—  Milton. 

Intellect  really  exists  in  its  products ;  its  kingdom  is  here. 

—  Hartley  Coleridge. 

Intellect  annuls  fate.  So  far  as  a  man  thinks,  he  is  free. 

—  Emerson. 

Mind  is  the  great  lever  of  all  things  ;  human  thought  is  the  process  by  which 
human  ends  are  alternately  answered.  — Daniel  Webster. 

The  development  of  mental  power  affords  the  best  investment  for  a 
youth’s  capital  —  his  time  and  energy.  It  pays  so  to  discipline 
one’s  mind  as  to  discover  what  one  can  do  best,  and  to  form  the 
mental  habits  which  underlie  success  in  life. 

It  does  not  pay  to  study  Latin  only  two  weeks,  <(  in  order  to  get  an 
insight  into  it;  ®  to  learn  French  in  twelve  lessons,  if  (<  the  master  will 
not  plague  the  pupil  with  verbs  and  participles;  w  or  to  educate  a  family 
on  the  cooperative  plan,  <(  by  a  subdivison  of  Rome,  the  mother  in 
picture-galleries,  the  daughter  at  the  monuments,  and  the  father  study¬ 
ing  local  color  in  the  cafes. w 

We  live  in  an  age  of  haste.  Some  people  seem  to  look  at  an  egg, 
like  the  Chinese  sage,  <(  and  expect  to  hear  it  crow. w  It  is  an  era  of 
some  thorough  (<  universities,”  more  superficial  (<  colleges, M  of  (<  profes¬ 
sors,  ® — with  “short  courses  ®  that  lead  no  one  knows  whither.  We 
behold  around  us  educated  men  of  an  earlier  generation,  who  believe 
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with  Josh  Billing's,  that  it  is  better  not  to  know  so  many  things,  than  to 
know  so  much  that  is  not  so. 

We  rejoice  in  our  (<  university  extension.  ®  It  creates  an  atmosphere 
favorable  for  study,  and  awakens  the  intellectual  power  of  isolated 
pupils;  yet  the  cramming  of  people’s  heads  with  facts  leaves  them  uned¬ 
ucated,  unless,  in  some  other  way,  the  power  of  original  thinking  is 
developed,  and  the  mind  made  ready  to  act  upon  the  instant. 

Education  is  mind-training  for  power.  It  is  not  only  to  sharpen 
one’s  tools,  but  also  to  make  him  who  handles  the  tools  more  of  a  man. 

®  An  education  is  no  phonograph, ®  says  John  Henry  Barrows,  (<  to  re¬ 
peat  mechanically  what  is  poured  into  it,  but  a  dynamo  for  the  genera¬ 
tion  of  power,  for  the  illumination,  movement,  and  gracious-handed 
comfort  of  mankind.  M 

It  is  this  kind  of  knowledge  that  enters  into  the  mental  bone,  and,  so 
to  speak,  blood,  and  it  is  the  best  paying  investment  for  youthful  capital, 
time,  and  energy. 

With  our  vast  educational  plant  in  America,  expending  four  hundred 
million  dollars  a  year,  mind-training  is  power  practically  within  every¬ 
one’s  reach.  Yet  with  nearly  seventeen  million  pupils  in  our  public 
schools,  very  few  advance  beyond  the  highest  grammar  grade;  and,  so 
long  as  this  is  so,  mind-training  for  power  is  the  lot  of  the  few,  not  of 
the  many.  Certainly  it  cannot  be  said,  concerning  those  who  do  not 
study  in  the  higher  grades,  that  they  are  educated  in  the  sense  in  which 
Plato  understood  it, —  having  that  discipline  (<  which  gives  to  the  body 
and  to  the  soul  all  the  beauty  and  all  the  perfection  of  which  they  are 
capable. n 

To  make  the  most  possible  of  oneself  —  discovering,  developing  his 
own  powers,  learning  to  use  them  to  promote  his  own  ends  and  the  good 
of  mankind  —  is  the  true  purpose  of  man’s  education.  It  is  the  unfold¬ 
ing  of  nature, —  of  all  that  nature  has  given  to  him.  It  requires  time 
and  instrumentalities.  To  learn  to  think,  to  love  the  objects  that  ought 
to  be  loved,  to  direct  the  will  to  right  ends,  to  observe,  to  reason,  to 
exercise  sound  judgment,  to  control  self,  and  to  influence  others,  require 
time  and  teachers. 

Nature  does  not  usually  make  a  specialist,  a  mere  memory-gland  or 
a  money-gland,  but  a  full-orbed  man.  If  we  develop  the  body  exclu¬ 
sively,  man  deteriorates  toward  the  brute.  If  we  press  all  the  vital 
energies  of  life  into  muscle-making,  we  dwarf  the  soul  and  tear  down 
manhood  It  is  an  inexorable  law  of  nature  that  what  is  exercised,  in 
one’s  daily  vocation  or  as  a  special  discipline,  becomes  stronger.  It  was 
nature’s  intention  that  our  faculties  should  be  exercised  in  a  healthy, 
symmetrical  manner.  Any  other  course  creates  one-sidedness  and  dis¬ 
cord.  Cultivate  the  higher  faculties  of  the  brain  alone,  and  expand  all 
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life’s  energies  in  expanding  the  power  of  the  intellect,  and  what  do  we 
get  ?  Not  a  full-orbed,  well-rounded  philosophy,  but  a  cold,  unsympa¬ 
thetic,  one-sided  mentality,  devoid  of  all  the  finer  graces,  the  warmer 
sympathies,  the  more  delicate  sentiments.  Develop  the  moral  nature 
alone,  or  even  the  spiritual,  without  the  mental  and  the  physical,  and  we 
have  a  fanatic,  a  zealot,  an  unbalanced  enthusiast.  The  object  of  a 
watch  is  to  keep  as  perfect  time  as  possible.  This  time  is  not  kept  by 
the  medium  of  any  one  tiny  screw,  or  lever,  or  wheel,  but  is  the  result¬ 
ant  of  the  harmonious  action  of  all,  and  depends  upon  the  perfection  of 
the  minutest  portion  of  the  watch.  So  the  object  of  all  education  and 
culture  is  the  symmetrical  development  of  all  the  legitimate  faculties 
and  functions. 

This  all-round  development  is  best  wrought  by  the  sympathetic  meth¬ 
ods  of  the  schools  above  the  grammar  grade,  —  the  more  grades  the  bet¬ 
ter.  In  saying  this  I  do  not  undervalue  the  excellent  work  of  the  lower 
schools,  or  the  discipline  of  regular  work  in  the  varied  callings  of  subse¬ 
quent  life.  I  merely  affirm  what  everyone  admits:  that  one’s  mental 
power  is  favored  by  larger  schooling.  Whether  or  not  the  methods  of 
higher  education  are  peculiarly  adapted  to  every  individual  case,  they 
are  being  constantly  adapted  to  the  average  man ;  and  they  will  pay  him 
well  for  the  investment  of  the  time  and  labor  necessary  to  utilize  them. 

<(  Perhaps  the  most  valuable  result  of  all  education, w  said  Huxley,  <(is 
the  ability  to  make  yourself  do  the  thing  you  have  to  do  when  it  ought 
to  be  done,  whether  you  like  it  or  not ;  it  is  the  first  lesson  which  ought 
to  be  learned,  and,  however  early  a  man’s  training  begins,  it  is  probably 
the  last  lesson  he  learns  thoroughly. *  Conformity  to  order,  courage 
and  decision  of  character,  and  the  formation  of  habits  of  industry,  regu¬ 
larity,  punctuality,  thoroughness,  persistency,  patience,  self-denial,  in¬ 
telligence  in  citizenship,  and  a  wholesome  self-respect,  are  characteristic 
of  mind-training  for  power. 

The  practical  working  of  a  long  course  of  schooling  is  thus  shown  by 
Professor  Holden,  of  the  Lick  Observatory,  in  a  quotation  from  a  paper 
prepared  by  him  on  education  at  West  Point:  — 

(<  There  is  absolutely  no  favoritism  in  the  treatment  of  the  students  by 
their  instructors.  Every  academic  performance  is  rated  by  a  simple  and 
effective  marking-system,  which  is  an  essential  part  of  the  method  of  the 
school.  This  is  an  important  point  to  notice.  The  very  corner-stone  of 
the  most  effective  education  is  the  marking-system.  The  marks  of  each 
cadet  are  publicly  posted  each  week,  so  that  he  knows  precisely  what  his 
own  performance  is  worth.  Absolute  and  complete  justice  is  attained  in  this 
way  more  nearly  than  in  any  other  organization  which  it  has  been  my 
fortune  to  study.  I  have  never  heard  it  seriously  questioned  by  any  stu¬ 
dent,  officer,  or  professor.  The  work  of  each  cadet  is  therefore  thoroughly 
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tested  every  day,  and  no  failure  can  possibly  be  hidden.  The  eifect  on 
the  character  of  the  student  is  immediate  and  admirable.  He  learns  in 
the  recitation-room,  as  everywhere  else,  not  to  shirk  his  duty;  and  he 
learns  what  few  in  civil  life  learn  so  early,  that  every  shortcoming  in  the 
course  of  duty  is  sure  to  bring  its  corresponding  penalty.  A  thoroughly 
unsatisfactory  recitation  not  only  receives  a  low  mark,  but  is  also  treated 
as  a  dereliction  of  duty,  and  confinement  to  quarters  on  Saturday  and  Sun¬ 
day  afternoon  is  given  as  a  punishment  for  such  failure.  High  class¬ 
standing  makes  subsequent  promotion  in  the  army  quick  and  certain. 
There  is  no  moment  when  a  cadet  does  not  fully  understand  that  his 
performance  of  duty  now  will  influence  his  whole  official  career.  This  is 
fully  recognized,  and  its  perfect  justice  is  admitted  by  all.  The  effect  of 
diligence  and  faithfulness  in  the  performance  of  allotted  tasks  is  perfectly 
understood,  and  consequences  follow  actions  with  certainty.  Every  official 
delinquency  has  its  appropriate  number  of  demerit  marks.  Lateness  at 
roll-call  carries  one  demerit;  absence,  ten;  slight  untidiness  in  dress,  one; 
inattention  to  duty  or  at  drill,  five,  and  so  on. 

<(  No  cadet  can  have  more  than  a  certain  total  number  of  demerits 
(some  two  hundred  in  a  year),  and  remain  in  the  academy.  If  he  has  more 
than  the  allowed  total,  he  is  dismissed.  If  he  has  fewer,  his  rank  in  his  class 
is  proportionately  lowered  (and  his  other  privileges  are  curtailed)  precisely 
as  if  he  had  failed  in  his  studies.  For  an  army  officer,  good  official  conduct 
is  at  least  as  necessary  as  a  knowledge  of  chemistry.  Every  delinquency  is 
reported  in  writing,  and  each  involves  a  written  explanation.  Failure  to 
render  such  an  explanation  is  itself  a  delinquency.  If  the  cadet  has  no  ex¬ 
cuse,  he  must  say  so  officially.  If  he  has  a  sufficient  excuse,  no  demerit  at¬ 
taches  to  the  offense.  Each  cadet  must  therefore  examine  his  official 
conscience  (so  to  speak)  regularly  and  record  the  results.  All  ill  feeling  is 
avoided,  as  the  whole  record  is  in  writing  and  there  are  no  personal  repri¬ 
mands. 

<(  Let  us  now  see  how  rigid  a  system  this  is.  There  are  fifteen  opportuni¬ 
ties  daily  for  a  cadet  to  be  late  at  roll-call.  He  is  at  the  academy  for  about 
twelve  hundred  days.  There  are  about  eighteen  thousand  occasions  during 
his  four  years’  course,  on  each  one  of  which  the  regulations  emphasize  the 
duty  of  punctuality.  If  he  is  late,  the  offense  carries  one  demerit.  One  hun¬ 
dred  demerits  in  six  months  (one  hundred  and  eighty  days)  will  cause  his 
dismissal.  But  tardiness  is  by  no  means  the  only  delinquency.  One  button 
of  his  uniform  coat  unbuttoned  at  drill,  inattention,  shoes  not  blacked  at  pa¬ 
rade  roll-call,  gun  not  clean  at  guard-mount,  and  a  hundred  other  matters  of 
the  sort,  are  parts  of  official  conduct.  Each  failure  is  noted  and  carries  with 
it  a  fixed  number  of  demerits.  One  hundred  demerits  in  six  months  dismisses 
him.  All  this  is  known  to  every  one  from  the  first.  There  is  no  talking. 
Only  simple  laws  are  prescribed.  Each  one  of  them  is  just.  Every  allow¬ 
ance  is  made  for  inexperience.  Every  reasonable  excuse  is  admitted.  The 
final  result  is  like  the  result  of  gravitation  —  inevitable,  inexorable,  just,  im¬ 
mediate. w 
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West  Point  training  is,  in  the  end,  specialized,  being  military.  Other 
schools  of  advanced  grade  test  men  differently,  but  the  result  of  the 
broadest  education  is  mental  power.  A  youth  is  seized  upon,  his 
capacities  are  discovered,  his  desire  for  knowledge  is  stimu¬ 
lated,  and  he  is  taught  how  to  acquire  it;  the  development  of 
his  own  ability  to  go  forward  is  the  end  sought,  and  he  is  pre¬ 
pared  to  take  advantage  of  the  boundless  possibilities  of  life. 
He  is  not  well  educated  who  is  not  made  morally  better,  more 
trustworthy,  sweeter  in  spirit,  more  conscientious,  and  of 
greater  force  in  right  living.  It  is  this  that  gives  the  sense 
of  a  certain  solidity  of  disciplined  powers,  and  that  serenity 
of  spirit,  and  self-poise  which  we  look  for  in  man,  who  was 
created  in  the  moral  and  spiritual  image  of  his  Maker. 

It  is  as  much  a  part  of  true  education  to  develop  appreciation  and 
love  of  all  forms  of  beauty  and  goodness,  wherever  found,  as  it  is  to 
learn  grammar  and  arithmetic.  Toleration,  charity,  and  broad  sympathy 
and  love  for  our  fellow-men,  are  necessary  parts  of  a  true  education. 
The  most  highly  cultured  man  is  he  who  has  the  greatest  number  of  the 
highest  products  of  the  best  mental  development  in  the  most  refined 
form.  Such  a  man  is  the  highest  mental  expression  of  humanity.  We 
should  choose  the  things  which  have  a  high  culture-value  and  appeal  to 
the  whole  nature,  giving  an  organic  tone  to  the  mind. 

The  great  object  of  education  is  to  raise  man  to  his  highest  power. 
His  springs  are  on  high.  His  moving  power  is  drawn  from  the  fountains 


of  living  water. 


The  only  real  success  worthy  of  the  name  is  that  which  comes  from 
a  consciousness  of  growing  wider,  deeper,  higher,  in  mental  and  moral 
power,  as  the  years  go  on.  To  feel  the  faculties  expanding  and  unfold¬ 
ing,  to  feel  the  leaven  of  truth  permeating  the  whole  being,  this  is  the 
only  life  worth  living.  Such  a  life  is  neither  drudgery  nor  a  dream.  It 
is  rather  the  exquisite  result  of  high  qualities  finely  disciplined. 

Many  an  extraordinary  man  has  been  made  out  of  a  very  ordinary 
boy ;  but,  in  order  to  accomplish  this,  we  must  begin  with  him  while  he 
is  young.  It  is  simply  astonishing  what  training  will  do  for  a  rough,  un¬ 
couth,  and  even  dull  lad,  if  he  has  good  material  in  him,  and  comes 
under  the  tutelage  of  a  skilful  educator  before  his  habits  have  become 
confirmed.  Even  a  few  weeks’  or  months’  drill  of  the  rawest  and  rough¬ 
est  recruits  in  the  late  Civil  War  so  straightened  and  dignified  stooping 
and  uncouth  soldiers,  and  made  them  so  manly,  erect,  and  courteous  in 
their  bearing,  that  their  own  friends  scarcely  knew  them.  If  this  change 
is  so  marked  in  a  youth  who  has  grown  to  maturity,  what  a  miracle  is 
possible  in  the  lad  who  is  taken  early  and  put  under  a  course  of  drill 
and  systematic  training,  physical,  mental,  and  moral! 
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Only  four  out  of  a  hundred  go  to  high  schools,  academies,  semina¬ 
ries,  and  business  schools,  and  only  one-fourth  of  these  go  to  college. 
Yet  the  colleges  are  gaining  in  patronage.  William  T.  Harris,  United 
States  Commissioner  of  Education,  states  that  in  each  million  of  people 
the  number  of  those  receiving  an  education  above  that  of  the  gram¬ 
mar  schools  is  three  times  as  great  as  it  was  twenty-five  years  ago. 

The  necessity  for  earning  money  at  an  early  age,  or  a  passion  for 
business  on  the  part  of  young  people  in  thrifty  families,  keeps  many 
from  pursuing  longer  courses  of  study.  We  often  hear  a  father  say  that 
it  is  not  necessary  for  his  son  to  go  to  college,  in  order  to  make  money; 
as  if  mere  wealth  could  be  compared  with  an  elevated,  expanded,  and 
ever-growing  mind;  as  if  money,  with  a  narrow  horizon,  with  a  sordid 
and  rutty  life,  can  for  a  moment  compare  with  the  satisfaction  which 
comes  from  being  put  in  touch  with  all  the  world,  by  a  mind  which  has 
been  electrified  by  a  love  for  knowledge,  and  which  has  learned  how  to 
acquire  it.  Is  it  not  the  tendency  of  this  age  to  put  the  interrogation 
point  of  commercial  value  upon  everything?  (<Will  the  thing  pay  ? w 
(<  What  is  there  in  it  ?  w  These  are  the  questions  too  often  asked.  But 
what  a  mean,  sordid  view  of  life  it  is  to  look  upon  it  as  a  mere  mint  for 
coining  money,  as  if  there  were  nothing  higher  or  nobler  for  the  grand¬ 
est  of  God’s  creation  than  the  piling  up  of  wealth,  the  accumulating  of 
houses  and  estates!  Are  the  heart’s  yearnings,  the  soul’s  longings,  to 
be  satisfied  with  the  acquirement  of  material  possessions? 

There  is  something  hardening,  demoralizing,  in  the  modern  money¬ 
making  career,  which  tends  to  destroy  all  the  finer  instincts  for  the  good, 
the  beautiful,  and  the  true,  which  dries  up  all  sympathy  for  the  misfor¬ 
tunes  of  others,  dwarfs  the  growth  of  one’s  higher  self,  and  crushes  out 
the  nobler  impulses.  One  of  the  strangest  and  most  unaccountable 
things  in  human  experience  is  the  fact  that  men  will  struggle  and  strive, 
day  and  night,  for  years  and  years,  trying  to  make  the  most  possible  out 
of  the  farm,  the  shop,  the  trade,  or  the  profession, —  in  other  words,  to 
develop  their  vocation  to  its  utmost,  to  raise  it  to  its  highest  point,  and 
yet  utterly  neglect  the  culture  of  their  own  higher  powers. 

The  highest  character,  the  noblest  manhood,  can  never  be  developed 
under  a  low,  sordid  aim;  and  if  a  course  in  a  college  or  a  university  could 
do  nothing  more  than  elevate  the  ideals  and  give  a  broader  and  truer 
outlook  upon  life,  it  would  be  well  worth  the  time  spent. 

Every  youth  owes  it  to  himself  and  to  the  world  to  make  the  most 
possible  out  of  the  stuff  that  is  in  him,  to  develop  himself,  not  partially, 
not  narrowly,  nor  in  a  one-sided  way,  but  symmetrically, —  in  a  large  way. 
It  is  as  much  his  duty  to  make  the  largest  possible  man  of  himself  as 
it  is  the  function  of  an  acorn  to  become  a  grand  oak, —  not  a  little  sap¬ 
ling,  but  a  mighty  tree  which  stands  alone,  buffets  the  storms  and  tem- 
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pests,  and  furnishes  shelter  for  man  and  beast,  and  timber  for  the  ship¬ 
builders. 

A  half-developed  human  being  is  not  a  man ;  and,  without  a  broad, 
liberal  education,  a  man  is  not  likely  to  develop  all  his  faculties.  Bishop 
Vincent  has  said  that,  if  his  son  had  chosen  to  be  a  blacksmith,  he  would 
still  have  sent  him  to  college. 

I  do  not  think  the  question  of  how  much  money  one  can  make  thereby 
should  influence  his  decision  whether  to  go  to  college  or  not.  It  is  sim¬ 
ply  a  question  of  development,  of  whether  the  acorn  wants  to  become  a 
scrub  oak  or  a  giant  among  trees.  In  the  greed  for  gain,  many  a  boy 
has  been  taken  from  school  and  put  into  a  store  or  office  when  he  had 
scarcely  acquired  the  rudiments  of  an  education,  seriously  imperiling  his 
chances  of  becoming  a  man.  Hundreds  of  wealthy  and  prominent  men 
would  give  vast  sums  if  they  could  go  back  to  boyhood  and  get  a 
collegiate  training.  A  New  York  millionaire  told  me  that  he  would  give 
half  his  wealth  for  even  a  medium  education.  He  said  he  had  been  put 
to  work  when  a  boy,  without  any  chance  to  go  to  school,  and  that  the 
lack  of  knowledge  had  mortified  and  handicapped  him  all  his  life. 

Will  an  education  pay  ?  Will  it  pay  a  rosebud  to  unfold  its  petals  and 
fling  out  its  fragrance  and  beauty  to  gladden  the  world  ?  Just  as  surely 
will  it  pay  a  youth  to  get  as  liberal  training  as  he  can.  No  stunted  life 
pays,  when  a  larger  and  grander  one  is  possible.  The  greatest  problem 
of  each  individual  is  how  to  make  life  a  glory  instead  of  a  grind, —  how 
to  make  even  drudgery  divine. 

A  successful  lawyer  in  a  large  city,  when  speaking  of  his  children, 
said:  <(  I  lie  down  at  night  afraid  to  die  and  leave  to  my  daughters  only 
a  bank  account. ®  This  man  felt  that  there  is  something  in  the  world 
greater  than  wealth,  and  that  to  bequeath  to  his  daughters  nothing  but 
money,  which  might  take  wings,  and  the  mere  chance  of  a  happy  mar¬ 
riage,  would  be  to  leave  them  poorly  equipped  for  life’s  battles.  He  felt 
that  the  mind  should  be  emancipated  from  ignorance,  in  order  to  make 
his  children  citizens  of  the  world. 

It  is  a  mean,  low  estimate  of  an  occupation  to  regard  it  as  a  mere 
means  of  getting  a  living,  without  any  thought  of  its  influence  upon  the 
development  of  character,  and  that  rich  experience  which  elevates  man¬ 
hood  and  womanhood.  It  is  an  unworthy  idea  of  a  college  training  to 
regard  it  mainly  from  the  standpoint  of  its  mere  commercial  value. 

(<  A  man  who  has  made  the  most  of  his  opportunities,  and  who,  in  ad¬ 
dition,  has  cultivated  every  faculty  with  which  he  is  endowed, »  said 
Charles  Dudley  Warner,  <(  has  won  success.  It  is  the  duty  of  everyone 
to  make  the  greatest  possible  progress  and  to  become  as  perfectly  de¬ 
veloped  as  ability  permits.  I  believe  every  young  man  who  possibly  can 
should  go  to  college  for  the  training  he  will  get  there.  He  is  sure  to 
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come  out  better  able  to  take  his  place  in  the  world’s  work,  and  all  his 
talents  will  be  of  greater  use  than  if  he  ha.d  no  training.  I  am  afraid 
that  there  are  few  men  who  can  say  that  they  have  made  the  most  of 
their  talents.  We  see  the  parable  of  the  talents  lived  over  again  every 
day.  The  man  who  makes  the  most  of  what  he  has  is  the  winner.” 

On  the  entrance  gates  to  Cornell  University,  erected  by  Andrew  D. 
White,  is  the  following  inscription:  — 

<(  So  enter,  that  daily  thou  mayst  become  more  learned  and  thoughtful. 
(<  So  depart  that  daily  thou  mayst  become  more  useful  to  thy  country 
and  mankind.” 


(<  I  became  very  homesick,  when  I  first  went  to  Yale  College,  and 
wanted  to  go  home,”  said  Chauncey  M.  Depew.  <(  I  am  going  to  be  a 
farmer,  I  said  to  myself,  and  farmers  won’t  have  to  be  acquainted  with 
the  works  of  Virgil  and  Xenophon.” 

He  surprised  his  parents  one  day  by  appearing  at  home.  (<  Father,” 
said  he,  (<  I  have  come  back  to  you.” 

w  So  I  see,”  said  his  father. 

(<  Father,”  he  continued,  trying  to  think  of  the  speech  he  had  prepared 
on  the  cars,  <(  I  like  a  free  life  in  the  open  air;  I  like  mother  earth;  I 
want  to  be  a  farmer.” 

His  mother  seemed  ashamed  of  him. 

(<  Draw  up  your  chair,”  said  his  father,  “and  have  some  nice  wheat 
porridge.  Of  course,  you  will  not  care  for  any  of  this  citified  pastry 
your  mother  insists  on  making,  nor  for  Southern  fruits. 

Farmers  must  eat  what  they  raise.” 

“  Next  morning,”  said  Mr.  Depew,  “father  sent 
me  out  to  pull  weeds  all  by  myself.  I  was  to 
weed  about  two  miles  of  onion  bed,  straddling 
the  rows  of  onions  as  I  pulled  out  the  weeds.  I 
was  tired  at  night,  and,  as  I  lay  down,  I  thought 
of  my  dormitory  room,  and  wondered  if  my 
chum  had  thrown  away  my  pictures.  Next  day, 

I  carried  a  chain  for  marking  rows  for  planting,  and 
the  third  day  I  picked  up  stones  in  a  large  field. 

Abner,  our  hired  man,  for  some  reason,  would  not 
chat  with  me,  and  it  was  horribly  lonesome.  That 
night  I  said:  ( Father,  I  guess  Fd  better  go  back  to 
school;  and  if  I  hurry  to  catch  the  train,  Fll  be  there  before 
my  leave  of  absence  is  over,  and  then  they’ll  let  me  come  home 
again,  —  if  I  want  to.  > 

«  By  the  next  vacation  I  was  the  most  enthusiastic  college  boy  that 
ever  cheered  for  his  colors.” 
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The  student  is  more  his  own  master  at  college  than  in  a  fitting-school. 
He  begins  to  direct  his  own  life,  and  to  govern  himself  more  than  ever 
before.  For  a  boy  it  is  an  entrance  upon  manhood. 

He  begins  at  once  to  be  educated  by  contact  with  other  minds,  acquir¬ 
ing  self-knowledge  by  comparison.  <(  College  life  is  complex,  a  miniature 
of  the  larger  world.  The  organization  of  a  college  class,  the  election  of 
its  officers,  the  relations  to  other  classes,  the  literary  societies  and  fra¬ 
ternity  houses,  life  in  the  dormitories,  the  debating  unions,  athletic  ex¬ 
ercises  and  contests,  and  the  adjustment  of  work  to  recreation,  bring  into 
relief  and  develop  the  qualities  of  each  student  entering  college.  He 
meets  teachers  unknown  before,  and  new  classmates  for  the  first  time, 
thus  laying  the  foundations  of  new  and  lasting  friendships.” 

An  education  obtained  in  school  and  college,  along  with  one’s  fellow- 
students,  is  much  better  than  that  acquired  by  studying  the  same  books 
and  the  same  lessons  alone,  no  matter  how  faithfully.  Every  one  who  has 
tried  it  knows  what  an  unsatisfying  way  it  sometimes  is  to  learn  by  soli¬ 
tary  study.  It  can  be  done,  but  it  is  often  more  difficult  than  to  learn  in 
classes.  College  work  has  the  stimulus  and  advantage  of  competition. 

<(  When  I  was  a  freshman  in  Williams  College,”  said  James  A.  Gar¬ 
field,  (<  I  looked  out  one  night,  and  saw  in  the  window  of  my  only  com¬ 
petitor  for  first  place  in  mathematics  a  light  twinkling  a  few  minutes 
longer  than  I  was  wont  to  keep  mine  burning.  I  then  and  there  deter¬ 
mined  to  invest  a  little  more  time  in  preparation  for  the  next  day’s  reci¬ 
tation.  I  did  so,  and  passed  above  my  rival.  I  smile  to-day  at  the  old 
rivalry,  but  I  am  thankful  for  the  way  my  attention  was  called  to  the 
value  of  a  little  margin  of  time,  well  employed.  I  have  since  learned 
that  it  is  just  such  a  margin,  whether  of  time  or  attention  or  earnestness 
or  power,  that  wins  in  every  battle,  great  or  small.” 

The  class-room  drill,  the  mental  grapple  between  professor  and  pupil, 
and  the  game  of  give  and  take,  serve  as  an  (<  eye-opener  ”  to  an  earnest 
student. 

(<A  college  education,”  says  Charles  H.  Thwing,  (<  stands  for  the  in¬ 
vestment  of  power.  Each  student  invests  power,  and  power  he  takes 
out ;  for  education  creates  and  increases  power.  Two  things  it  specially 
promotes,  which  modern  life  demands:  the  power  to  think,  and  the  power 
to  will.  The  power  to  think  is  the  greatest  intellectual  power.  The 
power  of  knowledge  is  the  power  of  the  granary,  which  gathers  up  and 
holds  the  harvests  of  many  a  field;  the  power  of  thought  is  the  power 
of  the  mill  which  grinds  these  harvests  into  flour  for  the  use  of  man. 
The  power  of  thought  is  the  power  to  see,  to  foresee,  to  reason,  to  judge, 
to  infer.  It  is  the  power  which  every  study  of  the  college  helps  to  train. 
Language  gives  discrimination ;  science,  observation,  analysis,  synthesis; 
mathematics,  also,  analysis  and  synthesis, —  the  taking  apart  and  the  put- 
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tin g  together  of  elements  of  thought;  history,  comprehension;  and  phi¬ 
losophy,  self-repletion  and  self-discovery.  In  some  ways  — and  the  exact 
way  is  still  unknown,— the  man  who  pursues  these  and  the  other  studies 
of  the  college  four  years  becomes  a  thinker.  When  he  enters  college, 
he  knows  little,  and  can  think  less;  when  he  leaves  college,  his  knowl¬ 
edge  is  still  limited  enough ;  but  he  has  gained  a  distinct  power  to  think. 
This  power  to  think  is  most  urgently  needed  in  the  life  of  every  person. 
Ask  the  heads  of  the  great  corporations  of  the  United  States  what  is  the 
quality  which  they  most  wish  to  find,  and  which,  they  learn,  is  the  hard¬ 
est  to  find  in  the  men  who  come  to  them  seeking  employment,  and  the 
answer  will  largely  be,  the  quality  of  being  able  to  think.  He  also  be¬ 
comes  experienced  in  the  control  and  management  of  men.  Through 
his  relations  with  all  the  students,  and  especially  through  his  interest  in 
or  work  for  the  various  associations  of  the  college, —  athletic,  social, 
scholastic, — he  is  teaching  himself  to  be  an  administrator,  an  executive. 
A  friend  of  mine  who  is  the  manager  of  a  Utah  mine  at  an  annual  salary 
of  twenty  thousand  dollars,  said  recently :  (  Harvard  College  through  its 
teachers,  helped  me  much ;  but  Harvard  College,  through  its  football 
team,  helped  me  very  much  more.-*  To  him  scholarship  was  something; 
yet  executive  power  was  of  greater  value.  Ability  to  think  clearly, 
largely,  truly,  and  the  power  to  will  promptly,  firmly,  and  with  large  in¬ 
telligence,  represent  a  mighty  return  for  the  investment  in  a  college  edu¬ 
cation.  ® 

(<  There  is  no  doubt, w  says  Francis  L.  Patton,  “that  college  training 
prepares  a  man  for  the  big  things  of  life  better  than  any  home  training 
or  plain  business  experience,  all  other  things  being  equal.  It  gives  him 
a  broader  view  and  enables  him  to  see  the  inter-relation  of  things, —  to 
understand  that  nothing  stands  by  itself. M 

(<No  man  yet  ever  lived  largely  and  helpfully  in  the  world,  who  was 
not  filled  with  an  inspiring  conception  of  his  own  times, w  says  Seth  Low. 
“  If  we  would  avoid  the  mistake  of  finding  our  ideals  in  the  past,  we 
must  equally  avoid  the  mistake  of  undervaluing  the  past.  The  Ameri¬ 
cans  who  will  read  the  story  of  the  constitution  and  the  arguments  by  which 
it  was  urged  for  adoption  upon  the  people,  will  see  at  a  glance  how  deeply 
the  experience  of  remote  antiquity,  as  well  as  of  more  recent  times,  was 
drawn  upon  by  our  sagacious  forefathers.  They,  more  than  any  others 
to  whom  I  can  point,  succeeded  in  combining  the  wisdom  of  the  past 
with  an  intelligent  prescience  of  our  own  times,  infusing  into  their  use 
of  both  a  profound  confidence.  I  assume  that  a  college-bred  man  will 
have  this  acquaintance  with  the  past,  and  this  reverence  for  experience, 
in  larger  measure  than  those  whose  training  has  been  of  another  sort. 
A  college  education  ought  to  give  to  a  man  perspective  by  enabling  him 
to  estimate  the  present  in  the  light  of  the  past.  It  ought  to  strengthen 


4614 


TRAINING  FOR  LARGER  LIFE 


his  mind  by  exercising  and  disciplining  his  powers;  and  it  ought  to 
broaden  his  outlook,  by  enabling  him'to  know  something,  at  least,  of 
many  branches  of  knowledge. ® 

Some  knowledge  of  the  world’s  best  literature,  the  best  thoughts, 
and  the  most  notable  deeds  of  mankind,  and  of  the  underlying  motives 
which  have  actuated  men  in  the  onward  and  upward  movement  of  the 
race,  should  be  one  of  the  acquisitions  of  a  college  student ;  and  this  is  an 
invaluable  asset. 

(<  The  distinctive  work  of  a  college  is  to  develop  thought-power  in 
those  who  come  to  it  for  the  education  which  it  has  to  give,®  says  Tim¬ 
othy  Dwight.  <(  It  receives  its  pupil  just  as  his  mind  is  opening  toward 
maturity, —  just  as  he  is  beginning  to  emerge  from  boyhood  into  man¬ 
hood  and  is  becoming,  after  a  manner  and  measure  unknown  before, 
conscious  of  himself  as  a  thinking  man.  The  four  college  years  carry 
him  forward  very  rapidly  in  his  progress  in  this  regard.  The  possibili¬ 
ties  of  mental  discipline  are  very  large.  The  result  to  be  realized  is  of 
very  great  significance.  The  youth  is  to  be  made  a  thinking  man.  He 
is  to  be  made,  according  to  his  years,  a  wide-thinking  man,  with  his  in¬ 
tellectual  powers  disciplined  for  the  efforts  awaiting  them.  He  is  to  be 
fitted  to  turn  the  working  of  his  powers  easily  and  successfully  whither¬ 
soever  they  may  be  called  to  turn.  Mind-building  is  the  college  busi¬ 
ness,  and  the  aim  the  college  has  in  view  is  to  send  forth  the  young  man 
at  the  end  of  his  course,  with  his  mind  built, —  not,  indeed,  in  the  sense 
that  there  will  be  no  change  or  development  afterward,  in  all  the  years 
which  follow,  but  in  the  sense  of  complete  readiness  for  the  beginning 
of  the  educated  life  of  manhood.  The  education  of  the  college  is  the 
building  process.  ® 

For  a  youth  to  gain  the  advantage  of  a  college  course  is  to  have  his 
mind  stirred  by  the  passion  for  expansion,  to  be  dragged  out  of  the 
narrow  rut  of  ignorance  and  putin  connection  with  the  great  minds  in 
literature  and  art,  to  come  into  close  contact  with  truth  in  nature,  to  feel 
the  divine  touch  of  science,  to  be  brought  into  intimate  relation  with 
the  entire  universe,  and  to  quench  his  thirst  at  the  fountain  of  perpet¬ 
ual  youth. 

If  for  no  other  reason,  a  college  education  pays  by  the  pleasure  and 
happiness  it  brings  into  one’s  life.  Who,  that  has  tasted  it,  can  ever 
forget  the  joys  of  his  college  course  ?  No  other  four  years  in  one’s  ex¬ 
istence  can  compare  with  the  four  college  years,  when  the  student  is 
brought  into  most  delightful  association  with  others  at  the  age  when 
high  ambitions  and  elevated  ideals  are  not  yet  shattered  or  dulled  by  dis¬ 
appointment,  or  his  unbounded  faith  in  human  nature  shocked  by  vio¬ 
lated  pledges.  It  is  the  flowering  time  of  life,  when  the  imagination  is 
alert,  when  hopes  are  bright  and  prospects  for  the  future  are  painted  with 


TRAINING  FOR  LARGER  LIFE 


4615 


vivid  colors.  Perhaps  the  greatest  pleasure  in  life  is  the  satisfaction 
which  comes  at  college  from  the  feeling  of  growing  power  to  reach  out 
into  the  unknown.  College  friendships  alone  would  almost  compensate 
for  the  cost  of  a  course.  Add  to  this  the  increased  ability  to  cope 
with  men  and  things,  to  overcome  obstacles,  to  conquer  one’s  place  in 
life  and  compel  the  forces  of  nature  to  serve  us,  and  who  can  estimate 
the  value  of  such  a  course  ? 

((  The  student  invests  himself,”  says  a  wise  teacher;  <(  this  is  just  what 
he  takes  from  the  investment;  but  it  is  a  different  self  from  the  one 
which  he  put  in.  It  is  a  self  larger,  finer,  nobler,  more  symmetrical  in 
the  relation  of  intellect  to  heart,  of  heart  to  will,  and  of  will  to  con¬ 
science  ;  more  aspiring,  with  greater  power  of  achievement,  more  potent 
under  difficulty,  more  quiet  in  triumph,  more  eager  to  do  the  best  of 
which  it  is  capable,  and  more  determined  to  promote  the  rule  of  right¬ 
eousness  and  to  extend  the  realm  of  truth.  Such  a  selfhood  for  each 
man,  a  college  education  represents.  Too  often  the  college  fails  to  se¬ 
cure  this  noblest  result  in  the  personality  of  its  graduates;  but,  to  not  a 
few  of  them,  it  is  a  mother,  who  has  not  simply  given  life,  but  has  also, 
creating  life  in  the  student,  nourished  it  into  life  eternal.  Whatever 
may  be  in  store  for  the  American  college  as  the  predecessor  of  the  Amer¬ 
ican  university,  it  can  never  cease  to  be  an  agency  for  the  training  of  a 
man  in  the  great  business  of  living.  It  enriches  his  life;  it  deepens  and 
broadens  his  view  of  truth;  it  ennobles  his  aims;  it  strengthens  his  choice 
of  the  right;  it  clarifies  his  vision  and  his  love  of  the  beautiful.” 

This  change  from  self  to  another  self  was  thus  expressed  by  Ruskin : 
(<  Education  does  not  mean  teaching  people  to  know  what  they  do  not 
know;  it  means  teaching  them  to  behave  as  they  do  not  behave.” 

The  mind  of  an  educated  man  moves  in  (<  a  broader  and  deeper  chan¬ 
nel,  a  channel  which  is  always  broadening  and  deepening  as  time  goes 
on.  When  one  learns  what  he  did  not  know  before,  he  becomes  some¬ 
thing  he  was  not  before.  He  is  a  larger  man  in  every  way,  and  has  by 
just  so  much  increased  his  capacity  for  happiness.” 

w  That  education  which  confines  itself  to  mere  learning,”  said  Profes¬ 
sor  Asa  Packard,  (<  is  of  a  very  poor  and  unfruitful  quality.  What  we 
all  need,  more  than  facts  and  figures,  is  courage,  honesty,  strength,  a 
keen  sense  of  honor,  and  a  true  sense  of  justice.  The  greatest,  most  im¬ 
portant  work  of  the  present  day  is  to  build  up  character;  to  weave  into 
the  warp  and  woof  of  the  mind  the  belief  that  (in  the  language  of  Charles 
Kingsley)  it  is  infinitely  noble  to  do  right,  and  infinitely  base  to  do 
wrong.  The  most  shining  success  in  the  world  is  not  a  great  mill,  nor  a 
great  railroad,  nor  a  great  mine,  nor  a  great  fortune,  but  a  well-rounded 
and  symmetrical  manhood  and  womanhood.”  This  is  the  work  of  mind¬ 
building  at  its  best. 
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(<  If  I  were  to  have  the  choice  of  a  hundred  million  dollars  or  the 
pleasure  I  had  in  my  college  days  and  the  pleasure  I  have  had  as  the  re¬ 
sult  of  my  education,”  says  Abram  S.  Hewitt,  <(  I  would  quickly  choose 
the  latter.  With  an  education  you  can  make  money,  but  with  money 
you  cannot  buy  an  education.” 

(<  How  priceless  is  a  liberal  education !  ”  exclaimed  William  McKin¬ 
ley,  in  an  address  in  San  Francisco.  (<  In  itself  it  is  a  rich  endowment. 
It  is  not  impaired  by  age,  but  its  value  increases  with  use.  No  one  can 
employ  it  but  its  rightful  owner.  He  alone  can  illustrate  its  worth  and 
enjoy  its  rewards.  It  cannot  be  inherited  or  purchased.  It  must  be  ac¬ 
quired  by  individual  effort.  It  can  be  secured  only  by  perseverance  and 
self-denial.  But  it  is  as  free  as  the  air  we  breathe.  Neither  race  nor 
nationality  nor  sex  can  debar  the  earnest  seeker  for  its  possession.  It  is 
not  exclusive,  but  inclusive  in  the  broadest  and  best  sense.  It  is  within 
the  reach  of  all  who  really  want  it,  and  are  brave  enough  to  struggle  for 
it.  The  earnest  rich  and  the  worthy  poor  are  equal  and  friendly  rivals 
in  its  pursuit,  and  neither  is  exempted  from  any  of  the  sacrifices  neces¬ 
sary  for  its  acquisition.  The  key  to  its  title  is  not  the  bright  allurements 
of  rank  and  station,  but  the  simple  watchword  of  work  and  study.  A 
liberal  education  is  the  greatest  blessing  that  a  man  or  a  woman  can 
enjoy,  when  supported  by  virtue,  morality,  and  noble  aims.” 

We  should  so  live  and  labor  in  our  time  that  what  came  to  us  as  seed  may 
go  to  the  next  generation  as  blossom,  and  that  what  came  to  us  as  blossom  may 
go  to  them  as  fruit.  — H.  W.  Beecher. 

All  the  best  things  and  treasures  of  this  world  are  not  to  be  produced  by 
each  generation  for  itself;  but  we  are  all  intended,  not  to  carve  our  work  in  snow 
that  will  melt,  but  each  and  all  of  us  to  be  continually  rolling  a  great  white  gath¬ 
ering  snowball,  higher  and  higher,  larger  and  larger,  along  the  Alps  of  human 
power.  —  Ruskin. 
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That  is  a  good  book  which  is  opened  with  expectation,  and  closed  with  profit. 

—  A.  Bronson  Alcott. 

The  true  university  of  these  days  is  a  collection  of  books. —  Carlyle. 

God  be  thanked  for  books.  They  are  the  voices  of  the  distant  and  the  dead, 
and  make  us  heirs  of  the  spiritual  life  of  past  ages.  Books  are  the  true  levelers. 
They  give,  to  all  who  will  faithfully  use  them,  the  society,  the  spiritual  presence,  of 
the  best  and  greatest  of  our  race.  No  matter  how  poor  I  am,  no  matter  though 
the  prosperous  of  my  own  time  will  not  enter  my  obscure  dwelling,  if  the  sacred 
writers  will  enter  and  take  up  their  abode  under  my  roof,  if  Milton  will  cross  my 
threshold  to  sing  to  me  of  Paradise,  and  Shakespeare  to  open  to  me  the  worlds  of 
imagination  and  the  workings  of  the  human  heart,  and  Franklin  to  enrich  me  with  his 
practical  wisdom,  I  shall  not  pine  for  want  of  intellectual  companionship,  and  I 
may  become  a  cultivated  man,  though  excluded  from  what  is  called  the  best  society 
in  the  place  where  I  live.  — William  Ellery  Channing. 


When  I  consider  what  some  books  have  done  for  the  world,  and  what  they 
are  doing,  how  they  keep  up  our  hope,  awaken  new  courage  and  faith,  soothe  pain, 
give  an  ideal  life  to  those  whose  homes  are  hard  and  cold,  bind  together  distant 
ages  and  foreign  lands,  create  new  worlds  of  beauty,  bring  down  truths  from 
heaven, —  I  give  eternal  blessings  for  this  gift.  —James  Freeman  Clarke. 


w  There  is  no  frigate  like  a  book. 


To  take  us  lands  away; 

Nor  any  courser  like  a  page 
Of  prancing  poetry. 

This  traverse  may  the  poorest  take, 
Without  oppress  of  toil ; 

How  frugal  is  the  chariot, 

That  bears  a  human  soul ! ” 


M  Books,  we  know, 

Are  a  substantial  world,  both  pure  and  good  ; 
Round  these,  with  tendrils  strong  as  flesh  and  blood, 
Our  pastime  and  our  happiness  will  grow.” 


A  New  York  millionaire — a  prince  among  merchants 
—  once  told  me  that  the  great  regret  of  his  life 
was  that  he  did  not  possess  a  liberal  educa¬ 
tion.  He  had  felt  hampered  all  his  life,  and  had 
been  mortified  a  thousand  times,  by  his  ignorance. 

He  took  me  over  his  palatial  residence  on  Fifth 
Avenue,  every  room  of  which  was  a  triumph  of  the 
architect’s,  of  the  decorator’s,  and  of  the  upholster¬ 
er’s,  art.  We  were  told  that  the  decorations  of  a  single 
sleeping-room  had  cost  ten  thousand  dollars.  On  the  walls 


were  paintings  secured  at  fabulous  prices,  and  about  the  rooms  were 
pieces  of  massive  and  costly  furniture,  and  draperies  representing  a 
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small  fortune,  and  carpets,  on  Vhich  it  seemed  almost  sacrilege  to  tread, 
covered  the  floors. 

But  there  was  scarcely  a  book  in  the  house.  He  had  expended  a 
fortune  for  physical  pleasures,  comforts,  luxury,  and  display,  and  scarcely 
a  dollar  for  the  mind!  It  was  pitiful  to  think  of  the  physical  surfeit  and 
mental  starvation  of  the  children  of  such  a  home  as  that. 

Contrast  this  scene  with  an  old  log  cabin,  floorless  and  windowless, 
where  young  Lincoln  lies  on  the  ground,  devouring  by  the  light  of  the 
fire,  as  if  he  might  never  see  it  again,  the  <(  Life  of  Washington,  ®  and  other 
precious  volumes,  which  he  has  walked  many  miles  to  borrow, —  for  he 
cannot  afford  to  own  even  one.  There  are  no  libraries  in  that  wilder¬ 
ness,  and  very  few  cabins  contain  any  book,  except  the  Bible. 

See  this  boy,  thirsting  for  knowledge,  his  soul  fired  by  the  few  books 
he  has  walked  to  Springfield  and  back  to  borrow  and  return,  sitting  up 
till  long  after  midnight,  and  rising  before  daylight,  to  dip  into  the  prec¬ 
ious  volumes  whose  scenes  have  haunted  his  dreams.  With  the  <(  Life 
of  Washington  ®  in  it  this  humble  cabin  seems  a  paradise. 

Which,  think  you,  was  the  richer  —  if  we  regard  as  riches  brain-ex¬ 
pansion,  heart-culture,  and  character-growth  —  of  these  two  dwellings? 

(<  Your  daughter  has  no  ear  for  music,®  said  a  professor  to  a  wealthy 
acquaintance.  <(  She  shall  have  one,  if  it  costs  a  thousand  dollars,®  re¬ 
plied  the  rich  ignoramus.  Many  another  rich  man  has  confessed  to  con¬ 
fidential  friends  and  his  own  heart  that  he  would  give  much  of  his  wealth 
—  all,  if  necessary — to  see  his  son  a  manly  man,  free  from  the  habits 
which  abundance  has  formed  and  fostered  till  they  have  culminated  in 
sin  and  degradation,  and  perhaps  crime;  and  has  realized  that,  in  all  his 
ample  provision,  he  has  failed  to  provide  that  which  might  have  saved 
his  son  and  himself  from  loss  and  torture, —  good  books. 

Desirable  books  produce  a  doubly  good  result;  they  inspire  noble 
thoughts  and  build  high  ideals,  while  leaving  no  room,  and  making  im¬ 
possible,  a  taste  for  pernicious  literature. 

A  thing  to  be  remembered  is  that  young  people  are  bound  to  read 
something.  It  usually  remains  with  their  parents  or  guardians  whether 
this  something  shall  be  helpful  or  harmful.  The  man  who  spends  all  he 
earns  for  rich  food,  costly  raiment,  and  unnecessary  decoration,  and 
provides  no  mental  and  moral  stimulant  in  the  way  of  reading,  pur¬ 
chases  almost  inevitable  disaster,  and  fails  to  acquire  a  mighty  force 
for  good. 

"No  entertainment  is  so  cheap  as  reading,®  says  Mary  Wortley  Mon¬ 
tagu  ;  (<  nor  any  other  pleasure  so  lasting.  ®  Good  books  elevate  the  char¬ 
acter,  purify  the  taste,  take  the  attractiveness  out  of  low  pleasures ,  and  lift 
us  to  a  higher  plane  of  thinking  and  living.  It  is  not  easy  to  be  mean 
directly  after  reading  a  noble  and  inspiring  book.  The  conversation  of 
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a  man  who  reads  for  improvement  or  pleasure  will  be  flavored  by  his 
reading;  but  it  will  not  be  about  his  reading. 

A  fact  too  little  realized,  but  which  is,  nevertheless,  very  important, 
is  that  people,  men  or  women,  boys  or  girls,  will  usually  read  whatever 
they  see  lying  about,  and  especially  if  they  hear  such  books  or  articles 
talked  about.  Here,  right  at  their  bands,  parents  and  homemakers  have 
a  never-failing  and  most  effective  means  of  forming  the  ideas  and  edu¬ 
cating  the  minds  of  their  young  people.  It  will  pay  in  morals,  manners, 
and  good,  hard  cash, —  for  the  rightly  educated  person  is  the  person  who 
is  everywhere  wanted  in  positions  that  pay  well, — to  keep  your  book¬ 
case  lined,  your  table  strewn,  with  good  literature. 

(<  But, ®  some  one  may  say,  like  thousands  of  others,  (<  I  cannot 
afford  a  bookcase,  to  say  nothing  of  books  to  fill  one.  *  If  this  is  in¬ 
deed  true,  be  sure  you  secure  at  least  one  good  magazine  which  shall 
come  to  your  table  once  a  month,  for  there  is  hardly  a  person  who  can¬ 
not,  in  these  days  of  inexpensive  publications,  do  this,  and  that  one  good 
book  is  your  own  and  your  children’s  constant  food  and  subject  of 
conversation.  Do  you  think  one  book  can  do  little  good  ?  If  you  can 
read  the  stories  of  the  great  ones  of  the  earth,  you  will  find  that  it 
was  not  the  reading  of  many  books,  but  reading  over  and  over  and  ab¬ 
sorbing  and  digesting  the  matter  of  a  few  books,  or  in  more  than  one 
instance  of  only  one,  that  started  these  giants  on  their  upward  way.  You 
will  also  find,  alas!  that  the  seeing  or  reading  of  one  bad  book  in  youth 
has  caused  many  a  soul  to  take  the  downward  path. 

It  is  said  that  Voltaire,  at  the  age  of  five  years,  read  a  skeptical  poem, 
the  impression  of  which  made  him  the  arch-scoffer  of  his  century.  A 
lad  once  showed  to  another  a  book  full  of  words  and  pictures  of  im¬ 
purity.  He  had  it  in  his  hands  only  a  few  moments.  Later  in  life  he 
held  high  office  in  the  church,  and,  years  afterward,  told  a  friend  that 
he  would  have  given  half  he  possessed  had  he  never  seen  the  book,  for 
its  impure  images  would  rise  unbidden  in  his  mind  at  the  most  holy 
times. 

A  book  that  starts  a  young  person  on  a  life  career  is  a  great  power. 
The  inspiration  of  a  single  book  has  made  teachers,  preachers,  philoso¬ 
phers,  authors,  statesmen.  On  the  other  hand,  the  demoralizing  effect  of 
one  book  has  made  infidels,  profligates,  criminals. 

Ossian’s  poems  had  a  marked  impression  on  Napoleon’s  life,  and  he 
was  never  weary  of  singing  the  praises  of  Homer.  (<  He  always,  even 
in  his  most  hurried  campaigns,  took  a  compact  library  with  him, w  says 
John  S.  C.  Abbott.  “When  driving  in  his  carriage  from  post  to  post  of 
the  army,  he  improved  the  moments  in  garnering  up  that  knowledge  for 
the  accumulation  of  which  he  ever  manifested  such  an  insatiable  desire. 
Words  were  with  him  nothing,  ideas  everything.  He  devoured  biography, 
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history,  philosophy,  treatises  upon  political  economy  and  upon  all  the  sci¬ 
ences.  His  contempt  for  works  of  fiction, —  the  whole  class  of  novels  and 
romances, —  amounted  almost  to  indignation.  He  could  never  endure  to 
see  one  reading  such  a  book,  or  to  have  such  a  volume  in  his  presence. 
Once,  in  passing  through  the  salons  of  his  palace,  he  found  one  of  the 
maids  of  honor  with  a  novel  in  her  hands.  He  took  it  from  her,  gave 
her  a  severe  lecture  for  wasting  her  time  in  such  frivolous  reading,  and 
cast  the  volume  into  the  flames.  When  he  had  a  few  moments  for  diver¬ 
sion,  he  not  unfrequently  employed  them  in  looking  over  a  book  of  loga¬ 
rithms,  in  which  he  always  found  recreation. n 

Cotton  Mather’s  (<  Essay  to  Do  Good  w  helped  to  shape  Franklin’s  whole 
career.  Tyndall  was  greatly  influenced  by  Emerson’s  book  on  <(  Nature. w 
Beecher  declares  that  Ruskin’s  books  taught  him  the  secret  of  seeing, 
and  that  no  man  could  ever  again  be  quite  the  same  man  or  look  at  the 
world  in  the  same  way  after  reading  them. 

Madame  Roland  would  take  a  copy  of  Plutarch’s  <(  Lives  ®  to  church, 
and  read  a  sentence  at  every  pause  in  the  devotional  exercises.  The 
book  was  also  a  favorite  with  Napoleon.  Plutarch  pictures  with  a  mas¬ 
terly  hand  little  peculiarities  in  his  heroes  unnoticed  by  other  writers. 
He  said  he  would  leave  descriptions  of  great  battles  to  others,  and  con¬ 
fine  himself  to  scenes  indicating  the  souls  of  men.  Shakespeare  copied 
many  things  from  Plutarch,  sometimes  repeating  his  language  word  for 
word.  Curran  used  to  read  Homer  through  once  a  year. 

The  sight  of  an  engraving  representing  Troy  in  flames,  its  battle¬ 
ments  clearly  defined,  stimulated  Dr.  Schliemann  to  attempt  those  ex¬ 
plorations  and  excavations  which  have  resulted  in  such  wonderful  discov¬ 
eries.  Luther  was  encouraged  by  the  life  and  writings  of  John  Huss. 

Abbott’s  <(  Life  of  Napoleon, ®  read  at  the  age  of  seven  years,  sent  to 
the  army  before  he  was  fourteen,  one  boy  whom  I  knew. 

An  English  tanner,  whose  leather  gained  a  great  reputation,  said  he 
should  not  have  made  it  so  good  if  he  had  not  read  Carlyle. 

In  the  parlor  window  of  the  old  mossy  vicarage  where  Coleridge  spent 
his  dreamy  childhood,  lay  a  well-thumbed  copy  of  that  volume  of  orien¬ 
tal  fancy,  the  «  Arabian  Nights, »  and  he  has  told  us  with  what  mingled 
desire  and  apprehension  he  was  wont  to  look  at  the  precious  book,  until 
the  morning  sunshine  had  touched  and  illuminated  it,  when,  seizing  it 
hastily,  he  would  carry  it  off  in  triumph  to  some  leafy  nook  in  the  vicar¬ 
age  garden,  and  plunge  delightedly  into  its  maze  of  marvels  and  en¬ 
chantments.  Who  cannot  trace  in  the  poet’s  writings  the  influence  of 
this  book? 

Hundreds  of  similar  instances  might  be  cited,  and  the  moral  is  not  far 
to  seek.  The  carefulness  with  which  books  for  youth  should  be  written 
and  selected  cannot  be  overestimated. 
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To  leave  reading  matter  about  where  it  will  seem  a  part  of  the 
house  furnishing,  an  incident  of  daily  living,  is  a  much  better  and  far 
more  effective  way  of  inclining  young  people  to  read,  and  directing  their 
taste,  than  any  amount  of  advice  or  lecturing.  No  one,  young  or  old, 
wants  to  be  preached  to,  and  he  who  habitually  preaches  loses  his  in¬ 
fluence,  and  becomes  in  the  minds  of  his  victims  (<an  old  fogy  ”  or  wa 
bore,” — who  is  deservedly  ignored  or  avoided.  If  older  people  in 
your  house  will  read  <(  yellow  ”  novels,  firmly  insist  that  they  shall  keep 
them  from  your  table  and  the  hands  of  your  young  people.  An  editorial 
writer  in  the  Tacoma  (<  Ledger  ®  pens  these  wise  words:  — 

<(  It  is  found  that  a  large  majority  of  the  criminal  class  who  read  are 
deeply  interested  in  the  dime-novel  class  of  literature.  They  have  not 
sufficient  moral  sense  to  discriminate  between  a  hero  and  a  bravo,  and 
emulation  of  these  false  gods  oftentimes  is  the  cause  of  the  reader’s  down¬ 
fall.  It  may  be  that  most  of  these,  if  they  were  influenced  in  the  right 
instead  of  the  wrong  direction,  would  become  honest  workingmen,  instead 
of  vagabonds  and  finally  criminals. 

(<  It  is  impossible  to  prohibit  this  sort  of  literature  by  law,  although  no 
doubt,  it  does  as  much  harm  as  much  that  is  prohibited ;  and  the  only  way 
to  counteract,  or  rather  prevent,  its  evil  influence,  is  to  turn  the  attention 
of  youthful  readers  to  something  better.  They  naturally  like  stories  of 
adventure,  with  thrilling  escapes  and  excitement.  There  are  plenty  of 
good  books  that  will  furnish  this  kind  of  reading,  without  bad  effect.  No 
youth  was  ever  harmed  by  reading  (<  Ivanhoe  ”  and  the  “White  Company,” 
which  are  calculated  to  prove  interesting  and  exciting  to  any  well-balanced 
youth.  A  child  may  choose  dime  novels  for  want  of  better  reading.  After 
the  age  of  twelve  years,  with  the  opportunities  for  obtaining  interesting 
books,  if  he  persists  in  a  preference  for  (  Old  Sleuth  ’  stories  and  the  adven¬ 
tures  of  Jesse  James  or  (  Billy  the  Kid,’  it  is  high  time  that  his  preferences 
be  interfered  with  and  an  attempt  made  to  turn  them  in  another  direc¬ 
tion,  by  banishing  the  bad  matter  and  supplying  its  place  with  wholesome 
mental  pabulum.” 

Editors  and  authors  should  have  many  of  the  crimes  of  the  country  to 
answer  for.  It  would  be  a  just  and  wholesome  thing  if  these  distribu¬ 
tors  of  moral,  or  immoral,  poison  were  to  be  dealt  with  in  a  manner  simi¬ 
lar  to  the  clerk  spoken  of  in  the  following  story;  and  possibly  the 
treatment,  somewhat  modified,  maybe,  might  have  a  salutary  effect  on 
the  boy  readers  of  hair-raising  tales*. 

<(  Is  this  the  place  where  they  fight  Indians  ?  ®  asked  a  stout  woman 
armed  with  an  umbrella  and  leading  a  small  urchin,  as  she  entered  the 
office  of  a  New  York  boys’  story-paper.  “  Is  this  the  locality  where  the 
brave  boy  charges  up  the  canon  and  speeds  a  bullet  to  the  heart  of 
the  dusky  redskin  ?  ”  Then  she  jerked  the  boy  around  by  the  ear 
and  brought  her  umbrella'down  on  the  desk. 
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(<  We— we  publish  stories  for  boys, ”  stammered  the  young-  man  at 
the  desk. 

((  I  want  to  know  if  these  are  the  premises  on  which  the  daring  lad 
springs  upon  his  fiery  mustang,  and,  darting  through  the  circle  of 
thunderstruck  savages,  cuts  the  captive’s  cords  and  bears  him  away  be¬ 
fore  the  wondering  Indians  have  recovered  from  their  astonishment  ? 
That’s  the  information  I’m  after.  I  want  to  know  if  that  sort  of  thing  is 
perpetrated  here  ?  ” —  and  she  brandished  her  umbrella  above  the  clerk’s 
head. 

(<  I-I  don’t  remember  those  specific  acts,”  protested  the  young  man. 

<(  I  want  to  know  if  this  is  the  precinct  where  the  adventurous  boy 
jumps  on  the  back  of  a  buffalo,  and  with  unerring  aim  picks  off  one  of 
the  bloodthirsty  pursuers,  who  bite  the  dust  at  every  crack  of  the  faith¬ 
ful  rifle.  I’m  looking  for  the  place  where  that  sort  of  thing  happens!  ® — 
and  this  time  she  gave  the  unlucky  young  man  a  tremendous  whack 
across  the  shoulders. 

a  I— I— I  really  th-think, - ”  stuttered  the  victim,  as  he  tried  to 

dodge  behind  the  desk. 

(<  I’m  in  search  of  the  shop  in  which  the  boy  road-agent  holds  the  quiv¬ 
ering  stage-driver  powerless  with  his  glittering  eye,  while  he  robs  the 
male  passengers  with  an  adroitness  born  of  long  and  tried  experience, 
and  kisses  the  hands  of  the  lady  passengers,  with  a  gallantry  of  bearing 
that  bespeaks  noble  birth  and  a  chivalrous  nature  ’  ”  shrieked  the  woman, 
pursuing  the  young  man  into  a  corner.  (<  I’m  hunting  for  the  apartment 
in  which  that  business  is  transacted!”  —  and  down  came  the  umbrella 
like  a  trip-hammer  on  the  young  man's  head. 

(<  Upon  my  soul,  madam,”  gasped  the  terrified  clerk,  (<  I  assure  you 
that-that - ” 

(<  I  want  you  to  indicate  the  jars  in  which  you  keep  the  boy  scouts  of 
the  Sierras!  Show  me  the  bins  full  of  boy  detectives  of  the  prairie! 
Point  out  to  me  the  barrels  full  of  boy  pirates  of  the  Spanish  Main  >  ” 
and  she  punctuated  each  demand  with  a  whack  of  the  umbrella  on  the 
young  man’s  skull  until  he  sprang  over  the  desk  and  fled  in  terror. 

(<  I’ll  teach  ’em !  ”  panted  the  victorious  virago,  as  she  again  grasped 
her  son’s  ear  and  dragged  him  out  of  the  office;  <(  I’ll  teach  ’em  to  make 
it  good  or  skip.  Want  to  fight  Indians  any  more  ?  Want  to  stand 
proudly  upon  the  pinnacle  of  the  mountain  and  scatter  the  plain  beneath 
with  the  bleeding  bodies  of  uncounted  slain  ?  Want  to  say  <  Hist! >  in  a 
tone  that  brooks  no  contradiction  ?  Propose  to  spring  upon  the  tafifrail, 
and  with  a  ringing  word  of  command  send  a  broadside  into  the  richly 
laden  galley,  and  then  mercifully  spare  the  beautiful  maiden  in  the  cabin, 
that  she  may  become  your  blushing  bride  ?  Hey  ?  Going  to  do  it  any 
more  ?  ” 
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With  every  question  she  encouraged  the  boy  along  by  a  vigorous 
whack  of  the  umbrella,  until  his  bones  were  sore,  and  he  protested  with 
tears  in  his  eyes  that  he  cared  nothing  for  the  glories  enumerated. 

<(  Then  come  along,”  said  his  mother,  changing  her  hold  from  his  ear 
to  his  collar.  (<  Let  me  catch  you  around  with  any  more  ramrods  and 
carving  knives,  and  you’ll  think  the  leaping,  curling,  resistless  prairie  fire 
has  swept  with  a  ferocious  roar  of  triumph  across  the  trembling  plains 
and  lodged  under  your  jacket  to  stay! ” 

At  this  point  she  turned  a  corner  and  the  thread  of  her  remarks  was 
lost;  but  occasionally,  as  her  voice  rose  to  its  highest  pitch,  the  listeners 
could  catch  such  fragments  as,  <( Want  to  hunt  for  Kidd’s  money?”  — 
<(  I’ll  act  the  howling  blizzard !  ”  —  <(  Ache  to  go  for  a  soger?  ”  —  (<  You’ll 
think  an  earthquake  is  tearing  around  loose!  ”  Most  likely  the  cure  of 
the  boy  was  permanent,  for  his  mother  did  not  repeat  her  visit. 

But  some  will  probably  complain  that  their  trouble  is  to  make  their 
children  or  charges  read  at  all.  They  seem  utterly  indifferent  to  every¬ 
thing  in  printed  form.  An  excellent  article  on  this  subject  recently  ap¬ 
peared  from  the  pen  of  Marguerite  Brooks,  who  says:  — 


(<  Much  well-meant  advice  has  been  given  on  the  subject  of  reading;  innu¬ 
merable  pages  have  been  printed  telling  how,  and  how  not,  what,  and  what 
not,  to  read;  and  endless  lists  of  the  (  best  hundred  books ) —  no  two  lists  alike, 
—  have  bewildered  the  earnest  student  seeking  to  make  a  good  selection. 
But,  for  the  boy  or  girl  who  has  not  inherited,  or  been  born  with,  a  love  for 
reading,  there  is  little  advice  or  suggestion. 

<(  The  happiness  and  success  of  boys  and  girls  of  this  class  lie  to  a 
great  extent  in  the  hands  of  the  teacher;  for,  if  their  parents 
have  themselves  a  love  for  reading,  they  will  try  to  create  a  taste 
for  it  in  their  children.  One  can  hardly  estimate  what 
an  all-important  influence  early  reading  has  on  the 
present  development  and  future  life  of  a  child. 

(<  The  dull  boy,  or  the  one  who  has  no  taste  for 
reading,  must  be  introduced  to  books  gently,  and 
skilfully ;  must  be  beguiled  into  reading,  as  it  were, 
unconsciously,  of  his  own  choice.  To  recommend 
books,  to  put  one  into  his  hand,  or  to  tell  him  he 
should  or  must  read  this  or  that,  would  be  about 
as  effectual  as  leading  an  unwilling  horse  to  drink, 
or  trying  to  whip  a  lazy  boy  into  a  recognition  of  the  beauty 
and  utility  of  work.  Endeavor,  rather,  to  excite  his  curiosity 
or  interest  by  relating  incidents  from  the  works  of  the  best  writers  of  prose 
and  poetry,  beginning  with  those  suited  to  his  understanding. 

« Make  him  acquainted  with  the  famous  Queen  Scheherazade,  who 
saved  her  life  and  won  the  heart  of  the  tyrannical  sultan  of  the  Indies,  by 
the  wonderful  series  of  stories  that  she  wove  for  his  entertainment,  from  night 
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to  night.  Then  give  him  the  ( Arabian  Nights,  >  and  he  must,  indeed,  be 
a  hopelessly  dull  boy,  if  he  does  not  find  out  for  himself  the  nature  of  those 
marvelous  tales.  Tickle  his  fancy  with  bits  from  ( Robinson  Crusoe,  >  and 
then  present  to  him  Defoe’s  immortal  work.  Tell  him  the  story  of  (  The 
Ugly  Duckling,*  and  give  him  a  copy  of  Andersen’s  (  Fairy-Tales,*  that  he 
may  explore  that  realm  of  fancy  for  himself.  Awaken  his  imagination  by  a 
brief  sketch  of  (  Hiawatha, }  the  story  of  (  Evangeline, >  or  (  The  Pilgrim’s 
Progress.*  The  choice  of  mental  food  is  almost  unlimited.  But  be  sure 
that  whatever  you  choose  is  entertaining,  as  well  as  instructive  and  uplifting. 

(<  Do  not  give  to  the  dull  boy,  or,  indeed  to  any  boy,  goody-goody  stories, 
or  books  that  round  every  paragraph  with  a  moral.  Children,  whether 
bright  or  dull,  do  not  enjoy  being  preached  at  any  more  than  do  their  elders. 
Neither  should  their  intellectual  diet  be  of  the  mushy  order,  too  babyish 
to  stimulate  thought  or  quicken  attention.  Many  authors,  among  them  that 
genial  lover  of  little  folks,  Walter  Scott,  deprecate  the  tendency  to  (  write 
down  >  to  the  supposed  level  of  the  juvenile  mind.  It  is  too  little  under¬ 
stood  by  parents  and  teachers,  that  even  children  not  yet  in  their  teens 
have  an  appreciation  of  noble  sentiment  and  heroic  action,  and  that  an 
acquaintance  with  the  masterpieces  of  literature  should  not  be  deferred 
until  they  go  to  high  school  or  college. 

(<  An  excellent  way  to  arouse  the  interest  of  a  dull  boy  is  to  read  aloud 
thrilling  selections,  both  in  prose  and  poetry,  passages  that  stir  the  blood 
and  appeal  even  to  the  most  sluggish  intellect  by  their  tenderness  or  daring. 
The  Bible,  Shakespeare,  Milton’s  (  Paradise  Lost  * ;  Tennyson’s  < Idyls  of  the 
King, *  or  <  In  Memoriam  > ;  Lowell’s  c  Vision  of  Sir  Launfal*;  (Ivanhoe*; 

<  David  Copperfield  * ;  (  Les  Miserables,*  and  a  host  of  others  that  might  be 
mentioned,  will  furnish  admirable  matter  for  this  purpose. 

(<  But  the  stimulating  process  must  not  be  confined  to  fairy-tales,  poetry, 
and  fiction.  In  the  same  way  the  boy  may  be  led,  stage  by  stage,  to  en¬ 
joy  history,  books  of  travel,  stories  of  invention  and  discovery,  science, 
biography,  even  metaphysics,  until  he  becomes  a  joint  inheritor  with  all 
who  can  read  of  that  glorious  bequest  of  which  none  can  rob  him  —  the 
treasures  of  the  master  minds  of  the  ages.** 

There  is  one  kind  of  reading  that  should  be  steadily  guarded  against, 
—  the  hop-skip-and-jump  style,  that  one  may  get  through  a  great  many 
books  merely  for  the  sake  of  saying  he  has  read  them.  I  heard  of  a 
young  woman,  who,  in  confidence,  told  a  friend  that  she  read  reviews 
of  all  the  new  books,  so  that  in  company  she  could  appear  to  have  read 
the  books  themselves.  «  You  make  a  great  mistake,®  replied  the  candid 
friend.  «  First  you  sow  a  habit  of  deceit,  which  is  bad  and  disintegrat¬ 
ing  foi  any  chaiacter.  Secondly,  you  acquire  a  habit  of  skimming, 
which  is  disastrous  to  helpful  or  the  most  enjoyable  reading.  Thirdly, 
you  plant  in  your  mind  the  idea  that  you  are  under  some  sort  of  obliga¬ 
tion  to  read  all  the  new  books.  Why,  you  might  as  well  and  as  healthily 
try  to  taste  all  the  foods  in  a  restaurant  as  even  to  dip  into  all  the  new 
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books.  One  would  ruin  your  physical,  the  other  your  literary,  if  not 
your  moral,  digestion,  and  leave  you  unable  to  digest  and  assimilate 
wholesome  food  for  body  or  mind.” 

Hasty  reading,  superficial  reading,  overtaxes  the  memory  until  it 
loses  its  power  to  grasp  and  hold.  The  mind  loses  its  focusing  power, 
the  power  to  bring  together  and  to  compare,  its  power  of  close  attention 
and  continuity  of  thought,  without  which  no  great  intellectual  work  can 
ever  be  accomplished.  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning  says,  <(  We  err  by 
reading  too  much,  and  out  of  proportion  to  what  we  think.  I  should  be 
wiser,  I  am  persuaded,  if  I  had  not  read  half  as  much ;  should  have  had 
stronger  and  better  exercised  faculties,  and  should  stand  higher  in  my 
own  appreciation.  The  ne  plus  ultra  of  intellectual  indolence  is  this 
reading  of  books.”  It  is  said  that  Harriet  Martineau  read  only  a  page 
in  an  hour.  Edmund  Burke  always  so  read  a  book  as  to  make  it  his 
own, —  a  possession  for  life. 

A  writer  in  the  New  York  (<  Observer  *  says:  — 

w  The  mere  acquisition  of  unrelated  facts  contributes  very  little  to  a 
real  education.  One  may  have  a  limitless  command  of  dates  and  figures 
and  statistics,  and  still  have  a  mind  unformed  and  incapable  of  reasoning. 
Generally  speaking,  the  mind  is  for  working  purposes  weakened  by  their 
possession,  while  they  do  practically  nothing  to  shape  and  develop  char¬ 
acter.  Science  and  history  cannot  be  so  condensed  into  primers  as  to  give 
the  reader  any  intelligent  conception  of  them.  And  yet  there  is  no  doubt 
at  all  that  the  tendency  of  the  mass  of  readers  nowadays  is  to  waste  time 
in  reading  disconnected  paragraphs,  —  news,  or  statements  of  fact,  or  bits 
of  description,  and  that  the  tendency  is  stimulated  by  the  make-up  of 
newspapers.  It  is  true  that  many  items  of  news  must  of  necessity  be 
brief,  a  mere  mention  of  incidents  more  or  less  important  and  interesting. 
But  the  papers  do  not  stop  with  this,  but  print  whole  columns  of  little 
paragraphs,  which  may  contain  (  useful  information,*  but,  being  wholly  un¬ 
related,  add  nothing  to  the  general  education. 

w  As  the  mental,  like  the  physical,  appetite  grows  by  what  it  feeds  on, 
the  tendency  of  this  kind  of  reading  is  to  destroy  one’s  interest  in  any¬ 
thing  but  scraps.  The  intellectual  powers  are  dissipated,  and  the  taste  for 
that  severe  and  consecutive  study  which  alone  trains  and  develops  the 
mind,  is  diminished  by  daily  devotion  to  trifles. 

(<  But  this  is  not  the  only  evil  attending  the  acquisition  of  knowledge 
by  paragraphs.  It  happens  that  a  very  considerable  proportion  of  the  news 
of  the  day  is  made  up  of  crimes  and  disasters.  It  is  perhaps  inevitable 
that  it  should  be  so.  It  is  the  duty  of  the  news  correspondents  to  report 
incidents,  and,  as  they  must  report  briefly,  and  crimes  and  accidents  con¬ 
stitute  the  mass  of  incidents,  and,  taking  the  world  over,  a  very  large 
mass,  they  make  up  a  great  part  of  the  daily  history.  No  doubt  the  ed¬ 
itors  would  rather  print  something  else.  But  the  world  is,  as  a  whole,  a 
very  monotonous  place,  and,  if  only  the  usual  were  chronicled,  the  papers 
8 — 290 
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would  not  be  deemed  worth  reading.  What  the  average  purchaser  of  a 
paper  wants  is  the  unusual  and  the  exciting,  not  to  know  how  the  crops 
are  growing,  what  roads  are  in  process  of  construction,  or  how  an  over¬ 
flow  here  and  there  is  likely  to  affect  the  general  health.  He  seeks  a  few 
minutes’  distraction  from  the  rather  benumbing  influence  of  his  daily  toil. 

«  So  the  editors  print  the  crimes  and  disasters,  and  are,  of  course,  as 
compilers  of  current  history,  to  a  certain  extent  justified  in  doing  so;  for, 
as  there  is  a  good  deal  in  our  civilization  that  is  bad  and  distressing,  it 
should,  within  bounds,  be  made  public.  But  as  they  print  it  in  short  para¬ 
graphs,  the  current  tendency  to  the  light  and  easy  acquisition  of  informa¬ 
tion  makes  these  paragraphs  the  first  thing  read,  with  the  result  of  giving 
the  readers  a  wrong  view  of  life.  We  know  by  the  banks  of  clam  shells  it 
left  behind,  that  there  was  once  a  race  in  Australia '  which  lived  its  al¬ 
lotted  time  and  passed  away  without  developing  sufficient  intelligence  to 
build  a  fire.  Now,  suppose  our  race  to  have  passed  away  leaving  nothing 
behind  save  its  newspapers,  what  would  be  the  impression  they  would 
make  upon  the  future  New  Zealander,  as  to  the  character  of  our  civiliza¬ 
tion  ?  Yet  it  would  be  much  the  same  impression  that  a  long  course  of 
newspaper  paragraphs  leaves  upon  the  reader,  a  feeling  that  bloodthirst 
and  disaster  and  misfortune  fill  all  human  life.  True,  when  he  looks  about, 
he  sees  the  farmer  peacefully  tilling  his  soil,  the  tradesman  quietly  trans¬ 
acting  his  business,  and  philanthropy  everywhere  relieving  suffering.  But 
he  hears  little  of  these  things  in  his  paragraphs. 

(<  As  reading  the  same  thing  day  after  day  does  in  the  end  influence 
mind  and  character,  the  effect  of  a  long  course  of  these  ( incidents  >  can 
hardly  fail  to  be  bad.  True,  the  reader  is  in  a  measure  protected  against 
them  by  selfishness,  and  by  the  enfeebling  of  his  capacity  to  think  deeply 
and  continuously.  But  in  the  long  run  they  do  deflect  his  mind  from  its 
right  course,  and  lower  his  conception  of  the  world’s  progress.  The  im¬ 
pression  produced  is  depressing,  whereas  reading,  even  for  distraction, 
ought  to  contribute  to  cheerfulness.  There  is  too  much  that  is  evil,  and 
so  little  that  gives  promise  of  betterment.  The  whole  effect  is  that  of  a 
make-believe  world,  in  which  everything  is  out  of  proportion  and  un¬ 
healthful.  As  energy  depends  a  good  deal  upon  cheerfulness,  such  a  re¬ 
sult  cannot  be  good.  It  is  not  well  to  look  constantly  on  the  dark  side  of 
life,  to  realize  how  prone  human  nature  is  to  evil,  and  how  little  safe¬ 
guard  there  is  against  misfortune.  Perhaps,  with  some  natures,  it  may 
only  strengthen  the  hope  of  a  happy  hereafter;  but  with  the  majority  it 
must  tend  to  perplex  and  confuse,  and  to  afford  a  pretext  for  doubt  in  the 
existence  of  an  overruling  Providence.  It  is  better  not  to  fill  the  mind 
with  scraps  which  only  cause  intellectual  demoralization.0 

But  perhaps  every  other  use  of  books  dwindles  beside  their  power  of 
lessening  the  loneliness  and  heartaches  of  life.  «  When,  one  by  one.  a 
loving  student  has  gathered  from  all  departments  of  human  learning  a 
multitude  of  books, »  says  Beecher,  « they  are  not  alabaster  vases  filled 
with  the  sweetest  perfume  of  the  human  soul,  but  are  living  creatures; 
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they  are  companions;  they  have  received  the  homage  of  our  best  hours. 
We  have  hung  our  hearts  upon  them,  and  as  they  sprang  from  the  noblest 
parts  of  their  authors,  they  are  clothed  with  the  noblest  associations  of 
our  own  lives. 

(<  But  this  transfiguration  refuses  itself  to  those  who  do  not  love  books, 
or  use  them,  or  live  with  them.  It  is  the  scholar,  almost  too  poor  to  buy 
the  candle  to  light  his  midnight  communion,  that  enters  into  this  airy 
commomvealth  of  the  souls  of  departed  men.  But  a  time  comes  often 
when  the  student  must  leave  his  books ;  that  is  easy.  A  time  comes  when 
his  books  must  leave  him;  that  is  bitter  indeed.  Take  the  scanty  furni¬ 
ture,  leave  only  bread  and  water  on  the  table,  but  spare  the  books.  Alas! 
the  destruction  of  the  poor  is  their  poverty.” 

How  many  a  man  in  prosperity  has  found  one  of  his  greatest  pleas, 
ures  in  books;  and  to  how  many  more  have  they  proved  a  solace  in  pov¬ 
erty  and  pain,  a  refuge  from  care,  a  pleasant  substitute  for  gloomy 
thoughts ! 

Perhaps  no  other  thing  has  such  power  as  that  possessed  by  books  to 
lift  the  poor  out  of  his  poverty,  the  wretched  out  of  his  misery,  to  make 
the  burden-bearer  forget  his  burden,  the  sick  his  suffering,  the  sorrower 
his  grief,  the  downtrodden  his  degradation.  They  are  friends  to  the 
lonely,  companions  to  the  deserted,  joy  to  the  joyless,  hope  to  the  hope¬ 
less,  good  cheer  to  the  disheartened,  a  helper  to  the  helpless.  They 
bring  light  into  darkness,  and  sunshine  into  shadow. 

We  may  be  poor,  socially  ostracized,  shut  out  from  all  personal  asso¬ 
ciation  with  the  great  and  the  good,  and  yet  be  in  the  best  society  in  the 
world,  in  books.  Possessing  them,  we  may  live  in  palaces,  converse 
with  princes,  be  familiar  with  royalty,  and  associate  with  the  greatest 
and  noblest  of  all  time. 

(<  You  get  into  society,  in  the  widest  sense, ”  says  Geikie,  (<  in  a  great 
library,  with  the  huge  advantage  of  needing  no  introductions,  and  not 
dreading  repulses.  From  that  great  crowd  you  can  choose  what  com¬ 
panions  you  please,  for  in  the  silent  levees  of  the  immortals  there  is  no 
pride,  but  the  highest  is  at  the  service  of  the  lowest,  with  a  grand  humil¬ 
ity.  You  may  speak  freely  with  any,  without  a  thought  of  your  inferi¬ 
ority;  for  books  are  perfectly  well  bred,  and  hurt  no  one’s  feelings  by 
any  discriminations.”  Sir  William  Waller  observed,  (<  In  my  study,  I  am 
sure  to  converse  with  none  but  wise  men,  but  abroad  it  is  impossible  for 
me  to  avoid  the  society  of  fools.”  <(  It  is  the  glorious  prerogative  of  the 
empire  of  knowledge,”  says  Webster,  <(  that  what  it  gains  it  never  loses. 
On  the  contrary,  it  increases  by  the  multiple  of  its  own  power;  all  its 
ends  become  means;  all  its  attainments  help  to  new  conquests.” 

<(  No  wonder  Cicero  said  that  he  would  part  with  all  he  was  worth  so 
he  might  live  and  die  among  his  books,”  says  Geikie.  (<  No  wonder 
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Petrarch  was  among  them  to  the  last,  and  was  found  dead  in  their  com¬ 
pany.  It  seems  natural  that  Bede  should  have  died  dictating,  and  that 
Leibnitz  should  have  died  with  a  book  in  his  hand,  and  Lord  Clarendon 
at  his  desk.  Buckle’s  last  words,  <  My  poor  book!)  tell  a  passion  that 
forgot  death;  and  it  seemed  only  a  fitting  farewell  when  the  tear  stole 
down  the  manly  cheeks  of  Scott  as  they  wheeled  him  into  his  library, 
when  he  had  come  back  to  Abbotsford  to  die.  Southey,  white-haired,  a 

living  shadow,  sitting  stroking  and  kissing  the 
books  he  could  no  longer  open  or  read,  is  alto¬ 
gether  pathetic.” 

Wear  threadbare  clothes  and  patched  shoes, 
if  necessary,  but  do  not  pinch  or  economize  on 
books.  If  you  cannot  give  your  children  an  aca¬ 
demic  education,  you  can  place  within  their 
reach  a  few  good  books  which  will  lift  them 
P  above  their  surroundings,  into  respectability 
and  honor.  A  college  education,  or  its  equiva¬ 
lent,  and  more,  is  possible  to  the  poorest  boy 
or  girl  who  has  access  to  the  necessary  books. 
Louisa  M.  Alcott,  whose  books  brought  to  her 
both  fortune  and  fame,  supplemented  the  limited 
advantages  of  the  district  school,  by  a  thorough  course 
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of  reading  in  her  father’s  library. 

A  library  of  standard  books  in  every  private  house  in  America  would 
revolutionize  our  entire  civilization. 

(<  There  is  no  Past  so  long  as  Books  shall  live,”  says  Lytton. 

All  that  man  has  ever  thought,  felt,  experienced,  or  done,  lives  in  books. 
Nations  rise  and  fall,  great  cities  are  buried  in  ruins,  vast  empires  oblit¬ 
erated.  but  the  whole  past  lives  in  books.  All  that  is  left  of  the  once 
mighty  Greece  lives  in  books  alone.  Her  armies  are  gone,  her  archi¬ 
tectures  crumbled,  and  only  a  few  pieces  of  her  sculpture  remain;  but 
her  books  will  live  forever,  and  influence  men  for  all  time. 

(<  Happy  is  he  ”  says  Alexander  Cockburn,  <(  who,  when  the  day’s  work 
is  done,  finds  his  rest  and  solace  and  recreation  in  communion  with  the 
master  minds  of  the  present  and  of  the  past, — in  study,  and  in  literature. 
There  is  no  rest,  no  recreation,  no  refreshment  to  the  wearied  and  jaded 
body  and  mind,  worn  by  work  and  toil,  equal  to  the  intellectual  pleas¬ 
ures  to  which  I  have  just  been  referring.” 

(<A  book  is  good  company,”  says  Beecher.  (<  It  comes  to  your  long¬ 
ing  with  full  instruction,  but  pursues  you  never.  It  is  not  offended  at 
your  absent-mindedness,  nor  jealous  if  you  turn  to  other  pleasures  of 
leaf,  or  dress,  or  mineral,  or  even  of  books.  It  silently  serves  the  soul 
without  recompense,  not  even  for  the  hire  of  love.  And  yet  more 
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noble,  it  seems  to  pass  from  itself,  and  to  enter  the  memory,  and  to 
hover  in  a  silvery  transformation  there,  until  the  outward  book  is  but  a 
body  and  its  soul  and  spirit  are  flown  to  you,  and  possess  your  memory 
like  a  spirit.  ® 

Every  one  should  have  a  library  of  his  own.  Books  which  one  reads 
and  lives  with,  rfiind  to  mind,  mean  never-failing'  companionship,  ever- 
increasing  culture,  and,  in  a  large  measure,  sometimes  in  even  a  wider 
and  better  measure,  the  school  or  college  education  which  was  denied  one. 

There  is  something  in  the  very  atmosphere  of  books  which  is  helpful 
and  inspiring.  One  seems  to  absorb  culture  from  the  presence  of  books 
and  from  contact  with  them.  The  mind  changes ;  our  ideals  enlarge, 
when  we  are  surrounded  by  good  books.  One  can  learn  to  love  books, 
too,  by  constantly  being  in  the  presence  of  them,  and  by  getting  ac¬ 
quainted  with  them. 

There  is  a  very  satisfactory  feeling  about  the  books  one  owns;  he 
may  linger  over  them,  lend  them,  or  do  with  them  as  he  pleases. 

Probably  much  of  the  wisdom  which  most  people  possess  came  from 
things  which  they  read  and  re-read  many  times  in  their  schoolbooks. 
The  sense  of  hurry  engendered  by  the  knowledge  that  a  book  must  be 
returned  to  the  public  library  at  a  certain  time  is  extremely  detrimental, 
if  not  fatal,  to  that  absorption  of  its  meaning  from  which  alone  can 
come  power  or  restful  pleasure.  Therefore,  have  a  library  of  your 
own.  It  need  not  be  a  large  library.  Nearly  all  of  America’s  greatest 
men  and  women  read  but  few  books  when  young,  but  these  few  they 
read  so  exhaustively,  and  digested  so  thoroughly,  that  their  spirit,  pur¬ 
pose,  and  principles  became  a  part  of  the  readers’  very  souls,  the  dyna¬ 
mos  which  moved  their  lives  to  great  ends. 

To  those  who  are  debarred  from  the  privileges  of  public  libraries,  it 
is  doubly  necessary  to  have  libraries  of  their  own,  for  in  being  without 
books  they  miss  more  than  from  the  lack  of  all  else  save  the  actual  nec¬ 
essaries  of  life. 

Start  a  library,  no  matter  how  small  it  may  be  at  first.  Make  a  be¬ 
ginning.  Cover  each  volume;  get  a  small  bookcase,  if  possible,  and  add 
to  your  books  as  rapidly  as  possible.  They  will  promote  your  mental 
health. 

To  rummage  around  among  books,  reading  a  few  pages  here  and  a 
few  pages  there,  without  thought  or  aim,  is  worse  than  wasting  time, 
worse  than  ignorance  which  comes  from  reading  nothing,  for  we  are 
forming  desultory  habits,  which  are  fatal  to  continuity  of  thought.  We 
should  lay  out  a  definite  line  of  reading,  and  try  to  master  some  depart¬ 
ment  of  learning, —  be  master  in  some  particular  line.  Learning  is 
not  necessarily  knowledge,  any  more  than  knowledge  is  wisdom.  Wis¬ 
dom  is  knowledge  which  has  become  a  part  of  one’s  being;  it  is  the 
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result  of  close,  systematic  thinking,  taken  into  the  tissue  of  the  mind 
itself,  as  the  iron  particles  in  the  blood  are  taken  up  and  become  incor¬ 
porated  in  its  very  life.  One  thing  is  not  to  be  overlooked.  Nothing 
else  furnishes  a  house  as  do  books.  It  is  said  that  in  the  home  of  the  poet 
Stoddard,  there  are  books  everywhere,  and  wherever  there  is  a  little 
room  left,  a  piece  of  furniture  is  introduced;  but  every  one  agrees  that 
the  home  of  the  Stoddards  is  most  delightfully  furnished. 

<(  Here  are  my  real  treasures, ®  said  an  old  man  to  one  to  whom  he 
had  been  displaying  the  finishing  and  furnishing  of  his  house. 

<(  I  grew  up  ignorant,  and  became  so  absorbed  in  money-making  that 
I  never  had  an  opportunity  to  learn  anything  outside  of  money-getting. 
When  I  found  myself  worth  three  millions,  I  realized  that  my  wife  and 
daughters  were  ashamed  of  me  when  I  appeared  at  the  dinners  and  par¬ 
ties  they  gave  in  the  handsome  house  I  had  built  for  them,  because  I  could 
not  speak  ten  sentences  without  an  ungrammatical  slip,  or  revealing 
the  fact  that  I  had  not  read  anything  but  brokers’  journals  and  similar 
productions.  To  speak  truly,  I  was  ashamed  of,  and  mortified  for,  my¬ 
self,  and  decided  that  things  should  not  go  on  that  way. 

<(  There  is  no  reason, ®  I  said  to  myself,  <(  why  a  middle-aged  man 
with  good,  common  sense  and  a  fairly  good  mind  should  remain  unedu¬ 
cated  always,  because  he  was  not  educated  when  a  boy  or  a  young  man. 
I  consulted  a  friend  who  had  read  widely,  and  he  advised  me  to  begin 
reading  along  lines  which  would  educate  me;  to  find  out  about  the  won¬ 
ders  of  this  beautiful  world,  and  other  worlds;  the  human  body,  the 
plants,  the  metals,  the  stars,  the  emotions, —  ah,  many  things!  I  ac¬ 
cepted  his  advice,  I  bought  books  and  began.  My  wife  and  daughters 
are  not  ashamed  of  me  now,  and,  though  there’s  so  much  more  to  learn, 
I’m  not  ashamed  of  myself.  I  wonder  why  men  remain  uneducated. 
They  need  not,  and,  if  they  knew  how  fascinating  it  is  to  feel  one’s 
mind  developing,  his  mental  faculties  expanding,  and  knew  the  added 
respect  people  have  for  even  a  half-educated  man,  like  myself,  they 
would  go  to  work  with  their  books,  especially  as  they  can  do  it  so  quietly 
and  privately,  with  no  one  to  jeer  or  scoff.  Ah,  yes,  these  books  are  my 
real  treasures.  * 

Whatever  you  read,  read  with  enthusiasm,  with  energy;  read  with 
the  whole  mind,  if  you  would  increase  your  mental  stature.  Learn  to  ab¬ 
sorb  the  mental  and  the  moral  life  of  a  book,  and  assimilate  it  into  your 
life.  He  is  the  best  reader  who  consumes  the  most  knowledge  and  con¬ 
verts  it  into  character.  Mechanical  readers  remember  words,  the  husks 
of  things,  but  digest  nothing.  They  cram  their  brains  but  starve  their 
minds.  If  you  are  getting  the  most  out  of  a  book,  you  will  feel  a  capac¬ 
ity  for  doing  things  which  you  never  felt  before.  As  few  actors  con¬ 
ceive  the  characters  they  play,  so  few  readers  comprehend  their  authors. 
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Joseph  Cook  advised  youths  always  to  make  notes  of  their  reading*. 
Mr.  Cook  used  the  margins  of  his  books  for  his  notes,  and  marked  all  of 
his  own  books  very  freely,  so  that  every  volume  in  his  library  became  a 
note  book.  He  advised  all  young  men  and  young  women  to  keep 
<(  commonplace  }>  books.  They  are  a  great  aid  to  memory,  and  enable 
us  to  find  for  future  use  what  we  have  read.  The  habit  of  taking  notes 
of  lectures  and  sermons  is  excellent. 

Reading  and  thinking  are  the  gymnasium  of  the  mind.  The  gymnast 
does  not  carry  away  the  apparatus  from  the  gymnasium,  but  the  strength 
and  the  suppleness  which  the  exercise  gives  him.  It  is  not  so  much 
what  we  carry  away  from  the  book  and  store  in  memory  that  is  valuable, 
as  the  strength  and  skill  we  develop  through  the  book  we  read.  Passive 
reading  no  more  develops  the  mind  than  sitting  down  in  a  gymnasium 
will  develop  the  body. 

You  should  bring  your  mind  to  the  reading  of  a  book,  or-  to  the 
study  of  any  subject,  as  you  take  an  ax  to  the  grindstone;  not  for 
what  you  get  from  the  stone,  but  for  the  sharpening  of  the  ax.  While 
it  is  true  that  the  facts  learned  from  books  are  worth  more  than  the 
dust  from  the  stone,  even  in  much  greater  ratio  is  the  mind  more  valua¬ 
ble  than  the  ax.  Bacon  says:  — 

®  Some  books  are  to  be  tasted,  others  to  be  swallowed,  and  some  few 
to  be  chewed  and  digested;  that  is,  some  books  are  to  be  read  only  in 
parts;  others  to  be  read,  but  not  curiously;  and  some  few  to  be  read 
wholly,  and  with  diligence  and  attention.  Reading  maketh  a  full  man, 
conference  a  ready  man,  and  writing  an  exact  man;  and,  therefore,  if  a 
man  write  little,  he  had  need  have  a  great  memory;  if  he  confer  little, 
he  had  need  have  a  present  wit;  and  if  he  read  little,  he  had  need  have 
much  cunning,  to  seem  to  know  that  he  doth  not.  Histories  make  men 
wise;  poets,  witty;  the  mathematics,  subtle;  natural  philosophy,  deep; 
morals,  grave;  logic  and  rhetoric,  able  to  contend. ® 

When  every  householder  comes  to  realize  that  no  house,  though  in 
its  finishing  and  furnishing  a  large  fortune  has  been  expended,  is  ade¬ 
quately  furnished  to  meet  the  demands  of  the  best  and  most  important 
parts  of  its  inmate, —  the  soul,  the  heart,  the  intellect, —  unless  a  place 
be  given  to  books,  we  shall  hear  of  fewer  lacerated  or  wrecked  lives, 
and  know  more  of  noble  living  and  high  thinking,  the  ideal  life. 

A  BLESSING  on  the  printer’s  art  ! 

Books  are  the  mentors  of  the  heart. 

The  burning  soul,  the  burdened  mind, 

In  books  alone  companions  find. 

—  Mrs.  Hale. 
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Read  my  little  fable  : 

He  that  runs  may  read; 

Most  can  raise  the  flowers  now, 

For  all  have  got  the  seed. 

—  Tennyson. 

Of  course  everybody  likes  and  respects  self-made  men.  It  is  a  great  deal 
better  to  be  made  in  that  way  than  not  to  be  made  at  all. 

—  O.  W.  Holmes. 

All  the  means  of  action  — 

The  shapeless  masses,  the  materials  — 

Lie  everywhere  about  us.  What  we  need 
Is  the  celestial  fire  to  change  the  flint 
Into  transparent  crystal,  bright  and  clear. 

—  Longfellow. 

I  PROFESS  not  talking :  only  this, 

Let  each  man  do  his  best. 

—  Shakespeare. 

Degrees  infinite  of  luster  there  must  always  be,  but  the  weakest  among  us 
has  a  gift,  however  seemingly  trivial,  which  is  peculiar  to  him,  and  which,  worthily 
used,  will  be  a  gift  also  to  his  race  forever.  — Ruskin. 

Self-taught  I  sing ;  by  Heaven,  and  Heaven  alone ; 

The  genuine  seeds  of  poesy  are  sown. 

—  Homer. 

Every  person  has  two  educations,  one  which  he  receives  from  others,  and 
one,  more  important,  which  he  gives  himself.  — GIBBON. 

And  the  plea  that  this  or  that  man  has  no  time  for  culture  will  vanish  as 
soon  as  we  desire  culture  so  much  that  we  begin  to  examine  seriously  into  our 
present  use  of  time.  — Matthew  Arnold. 

When  David  Starr  Jordan  said  that  those  foreordained  to  be  nobodies 
would  not  try  to  get  an  education,  he  meant  a  college  education, 
and  intended  it  to  be  understood  that  nobody  would  be  so  merely 
in  respect  to  the  higher  education.  Ninety-two  per  cent,  of  our  popula¬ 
tion  get  a  living  by  manual  labor.  They  constitute  the  bone  and  sinew 
of  our  national  life.  To  call  them  nobodies  would  be  false,  to  say  noth¬ 
ing  of  its  being  unkind.  If  they  cannot  get  a  college  education,  they 
can  at  least  supplement  their  common-school  courses  by  systematic 
mental  training  at  home,  and  become  intelligent  citizens,  worthy  of  our 
country,  and  influential  in  promoting  the  common  weal. 

Edwin  Chadwick,  in  his  report  to  the  British  parliament,  stated  that 
children,  working  on  half  time, —  that  is,  studying  three  hours  a  day  and 
working  the  rest  of  their  time  out  of  doors, —  really  made  the  greatest 
intellectual  progress.  Business  men  have  often  accomplished  wonders 
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during  the  busiest  lives  by  simply  devoting  one,  two,  three,  or  four 
hours  daily  to  study  or  other  literary  work. 

If  one  forms  a  distinct  purpose  to  make  the  most  of  such  oppor¬ 
tunities  as  he  has,  he  will  acquire  that  mental  discipline  and  mental 
furnishing  which  is  his  right  as  a  child  of  more  than  mortal  heri-  vV 
tage. 

For  one  thing,  let  him  become  intelligent  in  respect  to 
his  own  physique,  and  so  honor  his  body  as  to  ensure  sound 
health  and  length  of  days.  Merely  as  a  basis  for  mental 
and  moral  culture,  this  is  of  prime  necessity. 

For  another  thing,  let  him  form  habits  of  careful  ob¬ 
servation.  Observation  is  an  education;  it  calls  for 
close  mental  attention,  develops  the  descriptive  facul-  d 
ties,  and  awakens  thought. 

An  educator,  who  insisted  upon  cultivating  the  ob-  , 
serving  faculties  of  pupils,  tried  an  experiment  on  the  ' 
members  of  a  large  school,  for  the  benefit  of  their 
teacher.  He  asked  the  pupils  to  tell  him  the  difference 
between  a  cat  and  a  dog.  Probably  the  first  thought  of 
each  pupil  was,  (<  That  is  easy  enough”;  but  it  did  not  prove  so  easv, 
after  all.  Not  one  scholar  could  answer  the  question.  They  had  never 
observed  the  difference  between  the  two  animals  closely  enough  to  tell 
exactly  what  it  was,  so  they  sat  in  silence. 

One  of  the  leading  entomologists  of  the  world  began  life  as  a  singu¬ 
larly  dull  boy,  as  it  was  supposed,  in  a  district  school.  His  teacher  could 
not  impart  to  him  the  simplest  elementary  knowledge.  But  one  day,  as 
she  observed  him  looking  steadily  at  something  upon  his  desk,  she  dis¬ 
covered  that  he  was  observing  the  habits  of  a  fly.  The  next  time  that 
this  boy  was  called  upon  to  recite,  she  said  to  her  class:  <(You  have  all 
seen  thousands  of  flies.  Now  I  want  each  of  you  to  tell  me  his  impres¬ 
sions  of  a  fly.”  This  w  dull  ”  boy  not  only  told  the  class  about  flies,  but 
went  on  to  tell  them  about  different  kinds  of  bugs.  From  that  day  the 
teacher  encouraged  his  aptitude;  and  he  was  finally  sent  to  Europe  to 
pursue  his  studies,  and  became,  at  Leipsic,  moderator  of  the  National 
Conservatory  of  Science;  he  was  afterward  connected  with  the  Smith¬ 
sonian  Institution  at  Washington,  and  is  now  engaged  in  professional 
work  in  one  of  the  great  capitals  of  Europe. 

Agassiz  threw  away  his  texts  and  text-books,  and  brought  his  students 
face  to  face  with  nature  and  told  them  to  <(  observe,  observe.”  He  put 
them  down  before  the  actual  fish,  not  a  picture  of  it,  and  told  them  to 
« look,  look,  look,”  at  the  fish.  He  first  taught  the  American  scholar 
how  to  use  his  eyes.  At  one  time  Agassiz  desired  an  assistant,  and  a 
number  of  young  men  applied  to  him  for  the  position.  He  requested 
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each  Candidate  to  step  in  turn  to  the  window  and  look  out,  and  almost 
immediately  recalled  him  to  his  side,  then  asked  him  to  name  the  num¬ 
ber  of  objects  he  had  observed  during  his  momentary  gaze  from  the 
window.  One  replied  he  had  observed  nothing,  several  mentioned  one 
or  two  things.  To  the  one  who  named  the  greatest  number  of  objects 
observed,  the  (<  Master  Teacher, w  as  he  was  called,  accorded  the  honor  of 
assisting  him. 

I  once  read  a  good  story  of  Whistling  Tom.  Tom  was  a  small  boy, 
and  very  thoughtful.  When  he  did  not  understand  anything,  he  whis¬ 
tled.  (<  There  was  much  whistling  in  our  yard,  one  summer, n  said  his 
mother.  <(  It  seemed  to  be  an  all-summer  performance.  Near  the  end 
of  the  season,  however,  our  boy  announced  the  height  of  our  tall  maple 
tree  to  be  thirty-three  feet. 

«  <  Why,  how  do  you  know  ? ’  was  the  general  question. 

(<  (  Measured  it. > 

<(  (  How  ? } 

(<  (  Foot-rule  and  yardstick. > 

<(  (  You  didn’t  climb  that  tall  tree  ? ’  I  asked,  anxiously. 

(<  (  No’m ;  I  just  found  the  length  of  the  shadow,  and  measured  that.* 

<(  (  But  the  length  of  a  shadow  changes. > 

<(  ( Yes’m;  but  twice  a  day  the  shadows  are  just  as  long  as  things  them¬ 
selves.  I’ve  been  trying  it  all  summer.  I  drove  a  stick  into  the  ground, 
and  when  the  shadow  was  just  as  long  as  the  stick,  I  knew  that  the 
shadow  of  the  tree  would  be  just  as  long  as  the  tree,  and  that’s  thirty- 
three  feet. > 

a  (  So  that  is  what  you  have  been  whistling  about  all  summer.’ 

(<  (  Did  I  whistle  ?  >  asked  Tom.” 

Man  is  a  very  complex  being,  and,  for  his  symmetrical  development, 
requires  a  great  variety  of  nourishment.  Birds,  flowers,  landscapes, 
pictures,  music,  and  society  are  just  as  essential  to  a  full  and  complete 
development  of  manhood  and  womanhood  as  the  technical  education  of 
the  school. 

We  must  send  force-sap  into  every  avenue  of  our  beings;  every  pore 
of  the  mind  and  soul  must  absorb  power,  or  the  man  will  be  stunted.  If 
nourishment  is  cut  off  in  any  direction,  the  life  will  be  circumscribed  in 
proportion.  The  man  who  is  not  constantly  extending  his  horizon  will 
soon  get  into  a  rut.  Those  people  who  leave  their  mark  upon  the  world, 
who  broaden  and  enrich  the  life  of  their  community,  are  constantly 
growing. 

It  contributes  to  mental  growth  to  form  early  a  rigid  habit  of  obser¬ 
ving  what  falls  within  our  environment.  It  is  a  point  in  self-education. 

Another  thing  that  can  be  done  by  the  ninety-two  out  of  a  hundred 
who  do  not  go  to  college  is  to  exercise  their  minds  in  debate,  and  to 
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inform  themselves  upon  the  debated  points.  This  may  be  but  an  ani¬ 
mated  conversation  between  two  friends,  or  it  may  be  a  formal  neigh¬ 
borhood  discussion.  It  is  useful  as  a  mental  stimulus. 

“An  idea,”  said  William  M.  Thayer,  (<  may  decide  the  history  of  a 
household;  a  fact  proves  it.  A  book  was  read  in  a  family  of  five  boys, 
from  ten  to  nineteen  years  of  age.  The  book  contained  a  chapter  on  the 
benefits  of  a  debating  society. 

<(  (  Let  us  organize  one/  said  the  eldest  brother,  who  was  learning  the 
trade  of  a  wheelwright ;  and  this  was  done  by  rallying  the  youth  of  the 
neighborhood. 

<(  Mark  the  result.  The  father  of  the  family  was  a  mechanic,  and  up 
to  the  time  this  new  idea  entered  it  there  was  no  thought  of  mercantile 
or  professional  careers  for  any  of  the  sons.  But  the  eldest  left  his  trade 
for  the  ministry;  the  next  two  became  successful  and  honored  mer¬ 
chants;  the  fourth  was  educated  in  one  of  our  normal  schools  as  a 
teacher,  and  to-day  is  one  of  the  most  popular  school  superintendents  in 
Massachusetts;  while  the  fifth  went  to  college,  looking  forward  to  one  of 
the  learned  professions,  but  peculiar  circumstances  changed  his  purpose, 
and  he  is  now  one  of  the  most  prosperous,  respected,  and  useful  young 
merchants  of  Boston.  This  one  idea  entered  the  household  and  revolu¬ 
tionized  it,  as  every  member  of  the  family  will  bear  witness.  What  is 
ecpially  remarkable,  each  son  worked  his  own  way  up  to  his  honorable 
position,  the  father  not  being  able  financially  to  assist  him.” 

How  many  of  the  intellectual  giants  in  this  country  have  owed  the 
development  of  their  power  in  a  large  measure  to  the  discipline  of  win¬ 
ter  evening  debating  and  reading  clubs!  It  is  a  remarkable  fact  that  we 
can  do  that  through  others  which  we  could  never  do  alone.  There  is  a 
developing  power  in  the  association  of  aspiring  minds  that  calls  out  re¬ 
sources  that  would  never  be  evolved  by  the  unaided  individual.  Though 
we  are  conscious  of  undiscovered  continents  within  us,  yet,  like  Colum¬ 
bus  seeking  the  Indies,  we  cannot  find  them  until  we  obtain  the  assist¬ 
ance  of  others. 

The  mind  craves  intercourse  with  other  minds.  This  is  a  normal 
desire.  It  is  brain-friction,  brain-attrition,  brain-stimulus,  which 
give  brain-power  and  call  out  the  intellectual  sparks  that  otherwise 
might  sleep  forever.  Man  can  discover  himself,  can  see  himself,  only 
in  others.. 

I  strongly  urge  those  who  are  anxious  to  make  the  most  of  themselves 
and  their  opportunities  to  encourage  the  organization  of  winter  evening 
reading  and  debating  clubs,  as  one  of  the  best  means  of  self -culture, 
and  an  incentive  to  higher  endeavor.  In  these  clubs,  where  every  one 
is  put  upon  his  best  behavior,  where  vanity  is  rebuked,  and  pretentions 
repelled,  where  the  mind  is  constantly  on  the  alert  for  criticism,  informa- 
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tion,  or  suggestion,  there  is  a  refining,  elevating,  and  educative  influence 
which  cannot  easily  be  overestimated,  and  which  is  seldom  found  else¬ 
where. 

Probably  the  one  thing  most  important  in  making  up  for  the  defi¬ 
ciencies  of  an  early  education  is  the  resolving  to  do  it.  When  this  has 
been  done,  all  the  rest  is  easy. 

How  many  people  there  are  in  this  country  who  were  deprived  of 
school  advantages  during  their  younger  days,  and  who  all  their  lives  have 
deplored  the  loss!  Yet,  if  they  only  knew  how,  they  could  get,  right 
where  they  are,  many  of  the  advantages  which  they  so  deeply  desire.  It 
is  a  great  thing  to  form  a  habit  of  improving  the  mind  at  every  opportun¬ 
ity,  no  matter  how  short  the  time  or  how  meager  the  opportunity  may  be. 

It  is  wonderful  what  a  habit  of  systematic  reading  or  studying  will 
do  for  a  person  if  carried  on  through  a  term  of  years.  Let  one  ear¬ 
nestly  resolve  that  no  day  shall  go  by  without  a  certain  amount 
of  time  being  spent  in  study  or  the  reading  of  instructive 
literature,  and  allow  nothing  to  prevent  the  carrying 
out  of  this  design,  and  he  will  soon  recognize  with 
joy  the  fact  that  his  life  has  been  enormously  en¬ 
riched  and  blessed. 

(<  He  who  resolves  upon  any  great  end,  by  that 
very  resolution  has  scaled  the  great  barriers  to  it, 
and  he  who  seizes  the  grand  idea  of  self-cultivation, 
and  solemnly  resolves  upon  it,  will  find  that  idea, 
that  resolution,  burning  like  fire  within  him,  and  ever 
-s  putting  him  upon  his  own  improvement.  He  will 
find  it  removing  difficulties,  searching  out,  or  making 
means;  giving  courage  to  despondency,  and  strength  for 
weakness. w 

w  The  boys,  M  says  Alexander  Revell,  <(  who  never  saw  a  college  cam¬ 
pus,  who  do  not  know  the  difference  between  a  rule  of  geometry  and  a 
theory  of  science,  but  who  do  know  how  to  get  into  the  ways  of  industry 


and  usefulness, — the  boys  who  support  themselves,  and  in  many  instances 
keep  fatherless  families  from  actual  poverty;  the  boys  who  are  at  work 
to-day,  who  are  in  the  public  schools,  in  every  evening  school,  in  every 
business  college ;  who  are  supported  by  no  endowment,  aided  by  no  phi¬ 
lanthropy;  whose  knowledge  is  paid  for  by  themselves,  or  comes  out  of 
the  hard-earned  money  of  struggling  parents, —  parents  who  are  eager 
one  day  to  see  their  boys  among  the  merchants  or  the  honored  employees 
of  the  community  in  which  they  live;  —  these  young  men  are  the  saving 
salt,  not  only  of  commerce,  but  also  of  the  nation. » 

He  who  has  a  settled  determination  to  improve  his  mental  condition 
will.be  a  miser  of  minutes. 
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We  shall  not  hear  of  his  (<  fooling  away  time.”  He  knows  what  mo¬ 
ments  are  worth,  and  what  spare  moments  will  do. 

Take  a  book  and  a  boy  and  odd  bits  of  time  —  and  you  can  have  a 
man  well  educated. 

No  one  is  anxious  about  a  young  man  while  he  is  busy  in  useful  work. 
But  where  does  he  eat  his  lunch  at  noon  ?  Where  does  he  go  when  he 
leaves  his  boarding-house  at  night  ?  What  does  he  do  after  supper  ? 
Where  does  he  spend  his  Sundays  and  holidays  ?  The  way  he  uses  his 
spare  moments  reveals  his  character.  The  great  majority  of  youth  who 
go  to  the  bad  are  ruined  after  supper.  Most  of  those  who  climb  upward 
to  honor  and  fame  devote  their  evenings  to  study  or  work  or  the  society 
of  the  wise  and  good.  For  the  right  use  of  these  leisure  hours,  what  we 
have  called  the  waste  of  life,  the  odd  moments  usually  thrown  away,  the 
author  would  plead  with  every  youth.  Each  evening  is  a  crisis  in  the 
career  of  a  young  man.  There  is  a  deep  significance  in  the  lines  of 
Whittier:  — 


(<  This  day  we  fashion  Destiny,  our  web  of  fate  we  spin; 

This  day  for  all  hereafter  choose  we  holiness  or  sin.” 

Time  is  money.  We  should  not  be  stingy  or  mean  with  it,  but  we 
should  not  throw  away  an  hour  any  more  than  we  would  throw  away  a 
dollar-bill.  Waste  of  time  means  waste  of  energy,  waste  of  vitality, 
waste  of  character  in  dissipation.  It  means  bad  companions,  bad  habits. 
It  means  the  waste  of  opportunities  which  will  never  come  back.  Be¬ 
ware  how  you  kill  time,  for  all  your  future  lives  in  it. 

<(  Of  memory  many  a  poet  sings;  and  Hope  hath  oft  inspired  the  rhyme; 

But  who  the  charm  of  music  brings  to  celebrate  the  present  time? 

Let  the  past  guide,  the  future  cheer,  while  youth  and  health  are  in  their 
prime ; 

But,  oh,  be  still  thy  greatest  care  —  that  awful  point  —  the  present  time!” 

Some  boys  will  pick  up  a  good  education  in  the  odds  and  ends  of  time 
which  others  carelessly  throw  away,  as  one  man  saves  a  fortune  by  small 
economies  which  others  disdain  to  practise.  What  young  man  is  too  busy 
to  get  an  hour  a  day  for  self-improvement  ?  Charles  C.  Frost,  the  cele¬ 
brated  shoemaker  of  Vermont,  resolved  to  devote  one  hour  a  day  to  study. 
He  became  one  of  the  most  noted  mathematicians  in  the  United  States. 
He  also  gained  an  enviable  reputation  in  other  departments  of  knowledge. 

Oh,  what  wonders  have  been  performed  in  (<one  hour  a  day”! 

One  hour  a  day  withdrawn  from  frivolous  pursuits,  and  profitably 
employed,  would  enable  any  man  of  ordinary  capacity  to  master  a  com¬ 
plete  science.  One  hour  a  day  would  make  an  ignorant  man  a  well- 
informed  man  in  ten  years.  One  hour  a  day  would  earn  enough  to  pay 
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for  two  daily  and  two  weekly  papers,  two  leading  magazines,  and  a 
dozen  good  books.  In  an  hour  a  day  a  boy  or  girl  could  read  twenty 
pages  thoughtfully, —  over  seven  thousand  pages,  or  eighteen  large  vol¬ 
umes,  in  a  year.  An  hour  a  day  might  make  all  the  difference  between 
bare  existence  and  useful,  happy  living.  An  hour  a  day  might  make, 

—  nay,  has  made, —  an  unknown  man  a  famous  one,  a  useless  man  a 
benefactor  to  his  race.  Consider,  then,  the  mighty  possibilities  of  two, 

—  four, — yes,  six  hours  a  day  that  are,  on  the  average,  thrown  away  by 
young  men  and  women  in  the  restless  desire  for  fun  and  diversion ! 

«  Oh,  its  only  five  minutes  or  ten  minutes  till  meal-time;  there  is  no 
time  to  do  anything  now,”  is  one  of  the  commonest  expressions  heard  in 
the  family.  But  what  monuments  have  been  built  up  by  poor  boys  with 
no  chance,  out  of  broken  fragments  of  time  which  many  of  us  throw 
away.  The  very  hours  you  have  wasted,  if  improved,  might  have  insured 
your  success. 

(<  While  the  students  at  Andover  were  waiting  for  breakfast  at  the 
boarding-house,”  said  a  lady,  “the  rest  of  the  young  men  would  stand 
chaffing  each  other;  but  Joseph  Cook,  if  there  were  only  a  half-minute 
to  spare,  would  turn  to  the  big  dictionary  in  the  corner  of  the  room,  and 
learn  the  synonyms  of  a  word,  or  search  out  its  derivation.”  It  is  a 
cheap  thing  to  say  that  Joseph  Cook  evidently  swallowed  the  dictionary, 
and  cheap  people  made  the  remark ;  but  our  age  has  not  produced  many 
nobler  geniuses,  nor  a  more  magnificent  specimen  of  true  self-culture. 

“  Always  have  a  good  book  at  hand,”  says  a  successful  writer,  “in  the 
parlor,  on  the  table, —  a  book  of  condensed  thoughts  and  sound  maxims.” 
How  easy  it  is  to  keep  at  hand  books  that  are  life-shapers! 

“All  that  I  have  accomplished,  or  expect,  or  hope  to  accomplish,” 
said  Elihu  Burritt,  “  has  been  and  will  be  by  that  plodding,  patient,  perse¬ 
vering  process  of  accretion  which  builds  the  ant-heap — particle  by  parti¬ 
cle,  thought  by  thought,  fact  by  fact.  And  if  ever  I  was  actuated  by 
ambition,  its  highest  and  warmest  aspiration  reached  no  further  than 
the  hope  to  set  before  the  young  men  of  my  country  an  example  in  em¬ 
ploying  those  invaluable  fragments  of  time  called  moments.” 

On  the  floor  of  the  gold-working  room  in  the  United  States  Mint  at 
Philadelphia,  there  is  a  wooden  lattice  work  which  is  taken  up  when  the 
floor  is  swept,  and  the  fine  particles  of  gold-dust,  thousands  of  dollars 
yearly,  are  thus  saved.  So  every  successful  man  has  a  kind  of  net¬ 
work  to  catch  « the  raspings  and  parings  of  existence,  those  leavings  of 
days  and  wee  bits  of  hours  ”  which  most  people  sweep  into  the  waste  of 
life.  He  who  hoards  and  turns  to  account  all  odd  minutes,  half  hours, 
unexpected  holidays,  gaps  «  between  times,”  and  chasms  of  waiting  for 
unpunctual  persons,  achieves  results  which  astonish  those  who  have  not 
mastered  this  secret. 
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Whatever  one  invests  in  mental  culture  will  make  him  the  richer. 
Floods  can  never  carry  such  wealth  away,  nor  fire  burn  it,  nor  rust  con¬ 
sume  it. 

A  thin,  awkward  boy  came  to  the  door  of  the  residence  of  a  cele¬ 
brated  school  principal  and  asked  to  see  the  master.  The  servant  eyed 
his  mean  clothes  and,  thinking  he  looked  more  like  a  beggar  than  any¬ 
thing  else,  told  him  to  go  around  to  the  kitchen.  He  soon  appeared  at  the 
back  door  and  repeated  his  request.  <(  You  want  a  breakfast,  more  like,® 
said  the  servant  girl,  and  she  set  him  down  to  some  bread  and  butter. 

(< Thank  you,®  said  the  boy,  <(  I  should  like  to  see  Mr.  - ,  if  he  can  see 

me.®  “  Some  old  clothes,  maybe  you  want;  I  guess  he  has  none  to  spare, 
he  gives  away  a  sight,®  remarked  the  girl,  eyeing  his  ragged  clothes. 

®  Can  I  see  Mr.  - ?  ®  asked  the  boy,  with  most  emphatic  emphasis  on 

each  word.  The  girl  for  the  first  time  stopped  her  work.  “  Well,  he  is 
in  the  library;  if  he  must  be  disturbed,  he  must,  I  s’pose,®  and  she 
whisked  him  off  to  that  room,  remarking,  as  she  opened  the  door: 
“  Here’s  somebody  terrible  anxious  to  see  you,  sir,  so  I  let  him  in.®  The 
professor  laid  his  book  aside,  and  talked  with  the  boy  with  increasing  in¬ 
terest.  He  soon  took  down  some  books,  and  began  to  give  him  an  exam¬ 
ination  which  extended  even  to  Greek.  Every  question  was  answered 
correctly  and  promptly.  The  professor  was  amazed  at  such  youthful 
erudition,  and  asked  the  boy  how  he  had  managed,  with  his  apparent  pov¬ 
erty,  to  accumulate  such  an  amount  of  knowledge.  “  Oh,  I  studied  in  my 
spare  time,®  answered  the  boy,  brightly,  and  with  the  utmost  unconscious¬ 
ness  that  he  was  an  example  to  even  the  man  before  him.  Here  was  a 
boy,  a  hard-working  orphan,  almost  fitted  for  college  in  the  spare  mo¬ 
ments  that  his  companions  had  wasted.  Truly  are  spare  moments  the 
“gold  dust  of  time.® 

“  What  is  the  price  of  that  book  ?  ®  at  length  asked  a  man  who  had  been 
dawdling  for  an  hour  in  the  front  store  of  Benjamin  Franklin’s  news¬ 
paper  establishment.  “One  dollar,®  replied  the  clerk.  <(  One  dollar,® 
echoed  the  lounger;  <(  can’t  you  take  less  than  that?®  “One  dollar  is 
the  price,®  was  the  answer. 

The  would-be  purchaser  looked  over  the  books  on  sale  awhile  longer, 
and  then  inquired:  (<  Is  Mr.  Franklin  in?®  “Yes,®  said  the  clerk,  “he 
is  very  busy  in  the  press-room.®  “Well,  I  want  to  see  him,®  persisted 
the  man.  The  proprietor  was  called,  and  the  stranger  asked:  “What  is 
the  lowest,  Mr.  Franklin,  that  you  can  take  for  that  book  ?  ®  (<One  dollar 
and  a  quarter,®  was  the  prompt  rejoinder.  “One  dollar  and  a  quarter! 
Why,  your  clerk  asked  me  only  a  dollar  just  now.®  “True,®  said  Franklin, 
«  and  I  could  have  better  afforded  to  take  a  dollar  than  to  leave  my  work.® 

The  man  seemed  surprised,  but,  wishing  to  end  a  parley  of  his  own 
seeking,  he  demanded:  “  WTell,  come  now,  tell  me  your  lowest  price  for 
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this  book. *  «  One  dollar  and  a  half,”  replied  Franklin.  <(  A  dollar  and 

a  half !  Why,  you  offered  it  yourself  for  a  dollar  and  a  quarter.”  «  Yes,” 
said  Frankin  coolly,  (<  and  I  could  better  have  taken  that  price  than  a  dol¬ 
lar  and  a  half  now.” 

The  man  silently  laid  the  money  on  the  counter,  took  his  book, 
and  left  the  store,  having  received  a  salutary  lesson  from  a  master 
in  the  art  of  transmuting  time,  at  will,  into  either  wealth  or  wis¬ 
dom. 

Could  I  give  the  youth  of  this  country  but  one  word  of  advice  it 
would  be  this:  Let  no  moment  pass  until  you  have  extracted  from  it 
every  possibility.  Watch  every  grain  in  the  hourglass. 

Whenever  you  see  a  youth  yearning  for  more  education,  for  a  fuller 
life;  when  you  see  him  devoting  every,  spare  moment  to  acquiring  in¬ 
formation  which  may  help  him  in  his  business  or  occupation,  or  to  enlarge 
his  mental  horizon;  when  you  see  him  cheerful  and  prompt,  always 
trying  to  do  to  a  finish  everything  he  touches,  you  may  be  very  certain 
that  that  boy  will  succeed. 

I  can  speak  of  but  one  more  thing  concerning  your  mental  train¬ 
ing  at  home.  It  is  this:  You  are  to  cultivate  the  power  of  attention. 
Mental  concentration  will  do  everything  for  you.  As  to  intellectual 
discipline,  you  must  be  self-made  or  never  made.  Fix  upon  it  that  you 
will  acquire  a  habit  of  mental  concentration.  If  you  do  this,  and  culti¬ 
vate  mental  flexibility,  and  use  your  spare  moments  in  self-education, 
you  will,  as  time  goes  by,  have  less  to  regret  for  your  early  loss  of  school¬ 
ing.  What  the  school  is  for  is  to  teach  you  to  think,  to  gain  power. 
If  you  learn  to  handle  your  mind  well,  turning  it  this  way  or  that, 
and  can  fix  it  upon  an  object  of  observation  or  of  thought,  and  keep 
it  fixed  without  wandering,  you  have  what  the  best  schools  would  give 
you. 

Knowledge  must  be  gained  by  ourselves.  Mankind  may  supply  us 
with  facts,  but  the  results,  even  if  they  agree  with  previous  ones,  must 
be  the  work  of  our  own  minds. 

(<  Thinking,  not  growth,  makes  manhood,”  says  Isaac  Taylor.  <(  Ac¬ 
custom  yourself,  therefore,  to  thinking.  Set  yourself  to  understand 
whatever  you  see  or  read.  To  join  thinking  with  reading  is  one  of  the 
first  maxims,  and  one  of  the  easiest  operations.  ” 

(<  \  011  can  never  learn  without  your  own  efforts,”  wrote  Webster  to 
his  grandson.  <(  All  the  teachers  can  never  make  a  scholar  of  you  if  you 
do  not  apply  yourself  with  all  your  might.  ” 

It  was  Webster’s  custom  in  studying  to  devote  all  his  faculties  to  the 
work  before  him  until  he  felt  fatigue,  and  then  to  rest.  In  this  way  he 
acquired  the  power  of  doing  in  one  day  what  to  many  able  lawyers  would 
seem  a  hard  week’s  work. 
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Goethe’s  motto,  (<  Wo  du  bist ,  se  allcs!  ®  (w  Wherever  thou  art,  be  all 
there !  ®)  would  be  an  excellent  one  for  people  who  seem  totally  destitute 
of  the  power  of  concentration. 

The  mental  reservoirs  of  many  earnest,  enthusiastic  workers  are  like 
a  leaky  dam,  where  most  of  the  water  flows  out  without  going  over  the 
wheel  and  doing  the  work  of  the  mill.  Their  energies  are  dissipated  by 
being  scattered  over  too  wide  an  area ;  consequently,  their  well-intended 
efforts  are  barren  of  results. 

Every  little  leak  in  the  mental  reservoir  lessens  by  so  much  the 
stream  upon  the  wheel  of  life.  Mind-wandering  is  one  of  the  most  sub¬ 
tle  and  dangerous  of  these  leaks,  as  it  is  one  of  the  greatest  enemies  of 
effective  work.  A  habit  of  worrying  about  things  that  cannot  be  reme¬ 
died,  crowding  the  thoughts  with  petty  anxieties  and  jealousies,  taking 
up  one  thing  after  another  and  not  bringing  anything  to  a  conclusion, — 
these  are  leaks  in  our  mental  reservoirs  that  are  draining  reserve  power. 

One  of  the  hardest  tasks  for  a  boy  or  a  girl  is  to  concentrate  the  whole 
attention  upon  the  lesson  of  the  morrow ;  for  the  student  in  college  to 
prepare  for  the  next  recitation  without  running  to  the  ball-field,  or  allow¬ 
ing  his  gaze  to  wander  around  the  room,  or  doing  anything  else  in  order 
to  cheat  himself  out  of  what  he  ought  to  do.  In  study,  as  m  business, 
we  must  not  only  strike  the  iron  while  it  is  hot,  but  strike  it  until  it  is 
made  hot. 

w  A  common  complaint  of  young  students,  and  especially  those  who 
are  trying  to  educate  themselves,®  says  William  Mathews,  w  is  that  they 
find  it  hard,  and  at  times  impossible,  to  concentrate  their  attention  on 
the  subject  they  are  studying.  Especially  is  this  the  case  with  dry,  un¬ 
interesting,  and  difficult  subjects.  As  they  bend  over  the  open  page, 
the  mind  is  continually  flying  off,  making  images,  and  building  castles 
in  the  air, —  taken  captive  by  troops  of  idle  fancies  that  lead  it  away 
from  its  work,  sap  its  energies,  and  reduce  it  to  a  condition  in  which  it 
becomes  irritated  and  discomposed,  the  victim  of  a  futile  restlessness 
and  dissatisfaction  with  itself  and  everybody  and  everything  else,  it  can¬ 
not  tell  why.® 

<(  If  I  could  only  concentrate  my  mind,  if  I  could  only  think,  if  I 
could  only  work !  ®  exclaims  a  correspondent.  (<  Some  days  I  can  work 
with  the  greatest  ease,  and  at  other  times  I  am  good  for  nothing.® 

This  is  the  old  story  of  how  uncertain  are  our  limited  powers  of 
mind  and  body,  and  how  little  control  we  have  over  them. 

There  is,  in  the  gray  brain  matter,  a  group  of  cells  embodying  the 
will.  If  we  could  keep' these  cells  at  work,  they  would  make  some  or  all 
of  the  others  work,  for  they  furnish  the  steam  that  keeps  the  machinery  of 
the  mind  going.  But  the  energy  dies  down  in  them,  and  then  we  no 
longer  feel  like  -working.  We  are  indolent, —  for  the  time,  at  least. 

8 — 2yl 
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Some  of  us  are  habitually  and  constantly  indolent,  for  these  cells  never 
have  any  energy  in  them  to  give  to  others. 

The  whole  difficulty  in  concentrating  the  mind  upon  one  subject,  is 
in  putting  and  keeping  energy  in  these  cells.  But  why  is  it  that  on  some 
days  we  are  brimful  of  energy,  can  think  and  do  right  things,  and  go  on 
at  our  very  best,  surpassing  our  ordinary  selves,  while  on  other  days  we 
are  good  for  nothing  ?  There  are  several  causes  for  such  results.  Diet 
and  temperature  and  exercise  of  the  body,  sleep,  habits  of  thought,  oc¬ 
cupation,  and  general  environment,  all  have  to  do  with  the  manner  in 
which  this  little  group  of  governor-cells  will  work. 

The  secret  of  acquiring  mental  concentration  is  largely  individual 
with  each  person,  because  no  two  persons  are  exactly  alike  in  body  and 
mind.  There  can  be  given,  however,  some  general  hints,  by  the  practice 
of  which  many  of  the  obstacles  to  mental  work  can  be  removed  and  a 
habit  of  concentration  acquired;  for  it  is  a  habit,  as  a  desire  to  eat  din¬ 
ner  at  a  certain  hour  every  day  is  made  a  habit  by  eating  it  at  that  hour. 
We  know,  if  we  pass  over  that  hour  without  eating,  that  the  habit  is 
broken,  and  the  stomach  is  more  or  less  deranged.  As  there  are  certain 
times  that  we  want  meals,  so  there  are  certain  times  every  day  when  the 
mind  is  in  the  best  mood  to  work.  Seize  these  moments  by  giving  the 
mind  work,  and  make  a  habit  of  work  by  repeating  it  at  the  same  time 
every  day.  The  regularity  of  the  habit  removes  the  resistance. 

All  the  world’s  great  workers  and  thinkers  have  more  or  less  com¬ 
plied  with  the  law  of  periodicity,  of  habit.  It  is  the  way  nature  works. 
The  seasons  come  and  go  at  regular  dates.  The  sun,  the  stars,  the  light, 
the  darkness,  indicate  to  us  what  we  should  do  at  each  and  every  hour, 
and  we  should  strive  to  put  ourselves  in  harmony  with  these  great  ad¬ 
visers.  If  the  sleep  has  been  good  at  night,  the  brain  is  freshest  in  the 
morning  hours,  and  the  will  is  strongest,  and  there  are  fewer  obstacles 
to  mental  concentration.  Here  is  a  student  who  says  he  can  do  his  best 
work  under  the  midnight  lamp.  Perhaps;  but  he  has  acquired  an  arti¬ 
ficial  habit,  not  a  natural  one.  The  brain  is  not  at  its  best  after  a  day’s 
wear  and  tear.  So  the  morning  is  the  natural  time  to  acquire  the  habit 
of  mental  work,  and  this  accords  with  the  experience  of  most  of  the 
great  workers  and  thinkers.  Yet  evening  hours  are  often  the  only  ones 
practicable;  and,  if  so,  we  must  make  the  most  of  them. 

But  we  are  told  that,  in  the  hurly-burly  of  American  life,  with  its 
Bohemian  hours  of  eating  and  sleeping,  with  trains  to  catch,  with  bores 
to  entertain,  and  with  the  general  stress  and  tension,  periodicity,  regu¬ 
larity  of  mental  habits,  cannot  be  commanded  by  the  average  person. 
That  is,  unfortunately,  too  true,  and  it  accounts  for  much  of  the  slip¬ 
shod  mental  work  done.  Man  is,  least  of  all,  a  slave  of  the  habit  of 
thinking,  because  this  habit  is  hardest  to  acquire. 
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Beginning  the  habit  is  the  great  difficulty.  Begin  by  devoting  "a  few 
minutes  to  some  mental  work.  Repeat  it  at  the  same  time  every  day, 
and  increase  the  time.  If  possible,  never  allow  anything  to  interrupt 
this  period  of  work,  and  you  will  soon  be  surprised  to  see  how  the  will 
gives  strength. 

The  habit  of  concentrating  the  mind  upon  one  thing  regularly  each 
day,  even  if  only  for  a  few  minutes  or  half  an  hour,  will  accomplish 
wonders.  Let  one  who  doubts  this,  try  the  experiment  and  be  convinced. 

<(  There  is  but  one  possible  remedy  for  this  inability  to  gather  to¬ 
gether  the  mental  powers  and  to  concentrate  them  exclusively  on  one  ob¬ 
ject,  and  that  is  —  concentration, })  says  Mathews.  (<  In  other  words,  it  is 
only  by  continued,  strenuous  efforts,  repeated  again  and  again,  day  after 
day,  week  after  week,  and  month  after  month,  that  the  ability  can  be 
acquired  to  fasten  the  mind  on  one  subject,  however  abstract  or  knotty, 
to  the  exclusion  of  everything  else.  The  process  of  obtaining  this  self- 
mastery, —  this  complete  command  of  one’s  mental  powers, —  is  a  gradual 
one,  its  length  varying  with  the  mental  constitution  of  each  person;  but 
its  acquisition  is  worth  infinitely  more  than  the  utmost  labor  it  ever 
costs.  It  is  a  process  to  which,  however  painful  or  protracted,  every 
thinker  worthy  of  the  name,  even  the  mightiest,  has  had  to  submit,— 
not  excepting  Archimedes,  who,  at  the  capture  of  Syracuse,  was  so  in¬ 
tent  on  his  problem  that  he  did  not  notice  the  hostile  soldier  who  had 
entered  his  study. 

«  Fortunately,  there  is  no  faculty  of  the  mind  that  grows  and  strength¬ 
ens  more  surely  and  inevitably  by  practice  than  this  power  of  attention, 
—  of  continuous  concentration.  Are  you  striving,  reader,  to  educate 
yourself  ?  Every  earnest,  persistent  effort  you  make  to  acquire  this  fac¬ 
ulty  is  sure  of  its  reward.  But  there  must  be  no  fooling,  —  no  child’s 
play.  Nothing  will  avail  but  steady,  strenuous,  persistent  effort.  As 
shrewd  and  wise  old  Thomas  Fuller  says  of  fancy,  we  may  say  of  the 
mind:  (  Great  is  the  difference  betwixt  a  swift  horse  and  a  skittish  that 
will  stand  on  no  ground.  If  this  be  the  fault  of  thy  fancy,  I  say, —  whip 
it  home  to  the  first  object  whereon  it  shall  be  settled.  This  do  as  often 
as  the  occasion  requires,  and  by  degrees  the  fugitive  servant  will  learn 
to  abide  by  his  work  without  running  away. )  w 

To  learn  to  concentrate  your  mind,  form  a  habit  of  concentrating  it; 
nothing  else  will  serve  you. 

A  curious  illustration  of  the  truth  of  this  is  found  in  the  story  of 
Benjamin  Franklin.  He  did  not  attend  school  after  he  was  twelve  years 
old.  In  his  attempt  at  self-education,  at  first  he  did  little  but  read.  Fie 
soon  found,  however,  that  reading  alone  would  not  make  him  an  edu¬ 
cated  man,  and  he  proceeded  to  act  at  once  upon  this  discovery.  He 
needed  to  learn  to  concentrate  his  mind  closely  upon  any  subject  that 
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demanded  it.  At  school  he  had  been  unable  to  understand  arithmetic. 
Twice  he  had  given  it  up  as  an  insoluble  puzzle,  and  finally  left  school 
almost  hopelessly  ignorant  upon  the  subject.  But  the  printer’s  boy  soon 
found  his  ignorance  of  figures  extremely  inconvenient.  When  he  was 
about  fourteen  he  took  up,  for  the  third  time,  (<  Cocker’s  Arithmetic,® 
which  had  baffled  him  at  school,  and  ciphered  all  through  it  with  ease 
and  pleasure.  He  then  mastered  a  work  upon  navigation,  which  in¬ 
cluded  the  rudiments  of  geometry,  and  thus  tasted  (<  the  inexhaustible 
charm  of  mathematics. ®  He  pursued  a  similar  course,  we  are  told,  in 
acquiring  the  art  of  composition,  in  which,  at  length,  he  excelled  most 
of  the  men  of  his  time.  When  he  was  but  a  boy  of  sixteen,  he  wrote  so 
well  that,  the  articles  which  he  slyly  sent  to  his  brother’s  paper  were 
thought  to  have  been  written  by  some  of  the  most  learned  men  in  the 
colony. 

In  a  New  England  academy,  a  pupil  who  was  engaged  to  assist  the 
teacher  was  unable  to  solve  a  problem  in  algebra.  The  class  was  ap¬ 
proaching  the  problem,  and  he  was  mortified  because,  after  many  trials, 
he  was  obliged  to  take  it  to  the  teacher  for  solution.  The  teacher  re¬ 
turned  it  unsolved.  What  could  he  do?  He  would  not  confess  to  the 
class  that  he  could  not  solve  it,  so,  after  many  futile  attempts,  he  went  to 
a  distant  town  to  seek  the  assistance  of  a  friend  who',  he  believed,  could 
do  the  work.  But,  alas!  his  friend  had  gone  away,  and  would  not  be 
back  for  a  week.  On  his  way  back  he  said  to  himself,  <(  What  a  fool!  Am 
I  unable  to  perform  a  problem  in  algebra,  and  shall  I  go  back  to  my  class 
and  confess  my  ignorance  ?  I  can  solve  it  and  I  will.®  He  shut  himself 
in  his  room,  determined  not  to  sleep  until  he  had  mastered  the  problem, 
and  finally  he  won  success.  Underneath  the  solution  he  wrote,  <(  Ob¬ 
tained  Monday  evening,  September  2,  at  half  past  eleven  o’clock,  after 
more  than  a  dozen  trials  that  have  consumed  more  than  twenty  hours  of 
time.®  This  was  an  invaluable  lesson  in  mental  concentration,  the 
power  of  continuous  application. 

When  Thomas  B.  Reed  was  a  college  boy  in  Brunswick,  memorizing 
used  to  be  the  bane  of  his  existence.  It  is  to  be  feared  he  was  not  the 
closest  of  students,  as  a  rule,  and  it  may  have  begun  to  dawn  upon  him 
that  a  little  special  effort  was  necessary  if  he  expected  to  come  out  with 
credit  at  the  end  of  the  term.  At  any  rate,  he  set  to  work  to  learn  his 
lessons,  and  this  was  the  way  in  which  he  got  into  the  habit  of  commit¬ 
ting  to  memory.  Butler’s  <(  Analogy  ®  was  one  of  the  tasks  set  before 
the  class,  and  Reed  determined  to  master  it.  The  day  before  each  reci¬ 
tation  he  would  shut  himself  up  with  the  <(  Analogy  ®  and  commit  a  page 
to  memory,  word  for  word.  There  is  not  a  superfluous  syllable  in  the 
treatise,  as  those  who  have  been  brought  up  on  it  are  well  aware,  and  it 
used  to  take  Reed  two  solid  hours  to  perform  his  task, — just  two  hours  a 
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day  taken  out  of  his  life,  he  says.  He  was  always  letter-perfect  in  reci¬ 
tation,  and  that  was  the  end  of  it.  Day  by  day  he  turned  over  a  leaf  of 
the  book  to  let  it  cross  his  thoughts  again. 

«  The  only  valuable  kind  of  study,”  said  Sydney  Smith,  « is  to  read  so 
heartily  that  dinner-time  comes  two  hours  before  you  expected  it;  to  sit 
with  your  Livy  before  you  and  hear  the  geese  cackling  that  saved  the  Cap¬ 
itol;  to  see  with  your  own  eyes  the  Carthaginian  sutlers 
gathering  up  the  rings  of  the  Roman  knights  after 
the  battle  of  Cannae,  and  heaping  them  into 
bushels;  and  to  be  so  intimately  present  at 
the  actions  you  are  reading  of  that,  when 
anybody  knocks  at  the  door,  it  will  take  you 
two  or  three  seconds  to  determine  whether 
you  are  in  your  own  study  or  on  the  plains 
of  Lombardy,  looking  at  Hannibal’s 
weather-beaten  face  and  admiring  the 
splendor  of  his  single  eye.” 

Gladstone  had  a  marvelous  faculty  of 
mastering  the  contents  of  a  book  by  glancing 
over  its  pages.  He  seemed  to  drink  in  the  author’s 
meaning,  to  divine  his  thoughts,  by  catching  here 
and  there  a  sentence, —  a  sort  of  instinct  which  led  him  di¬ 
rectly  to  the  author’s  goal,  so  that  in  halt  an  hour  he  would  sometimes 
be  able  to  talk  more  intelligently  about  the  book  than  could  one  of 
those  exacting  readers  who  stop  to  take  in  every  word,  after  an  entire 
day’s  reading.  Joseph  Cook  had  this  rare  faculty  of  getting  the  thought 
out  of  a  book,  much  as  a  bee  sucks  honey  from  a  flower. 

(<  I  resolved,  when  I  began  to  read  law,”  said  Edward  Sugden,  after¬ 
ward  Lord  St.  Leonard,  <(  to  make  everything  I  acquired  perfectly  my 
own,  and  never  to  go  on  to  a  second  reading  till  I  had  entirely  accom¬ 
plished  the  first.  Many  of  my  competitors  read  as  much  in  a  day  as  I 
did  in  a  week ;  but  at  the  end  of  twelve  months  my  knowledge  was  as 
fresh  as  on  the  day  it  was  acquired,  while  theirs  had  glided  away  from 
their  recollection.” 

(<  Many  persons  seeing  me  so  much  engaged  in  active  life,”  said  Ed¬ 
ward  Bulwer  Lytton,  (<  and  as  much  about  the  world  as  if  I  had  never 
been  a  student,  have  said  to  me :  (  When  do  you  get  time  to  write  all 
your  books  ?  How  on  earth  do  you  contrive  to  do  so  much  work  ? >  I 
shall  surprise  you  by  the  answer  I  made.  The  answer  is  this  — ( I  con¬ 
trive  to  do  so  much  by  never  doing  too  much  at  a  time.  A  man  to  get 
through  work  well  must  not  overwork  himself ;  for,  if  he  do  too  much  to¬ 
day,  the  reaction  of  fatigue  will  come,  and  he  will  be  obliged  to  do  too 
little  to-morrow.  Now,  since  I  began  really  and  earnestly  to  study, 
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which  was  not  till  I  had  left  college,  and  was  actually  in  the  world,  I 
may  perhaps  say  that  I  have  gone  through  as  large  a  course  of  general 
reading  as  most  men  of  my  time.  I  have  traveled  much  and  I  have  seen 
much;  I  have  mixed  much  in  politics,  and  in  the  various  businesses  of 
life;  and,  in  addition  to  all  this,  I  have  published  somewhere  about  sixty 
volumes,  some  upon  subjects  requiring  much  special  research.  And 
what  time,  do  you  think,  as  a  general  rule,  I  have  devoted  to  study,  to 
reading  and  writing  ?  Not  more  than  three  hours  a  day;  and,  when  par¬ 
liament  is  sitting,  not  always  that.  But  then,  during  these  three  hours, 
I  have  given  my  whole  attention  to  what  I  was  about. 0 

(<  The  one  serviceable,  safe,  certain,  remunerative,  attainable  quality 
in  every  study  and  pursuit  is  the  quality  of  attention,0  said  Charles  Dick¬ 
ens.  <(  My  own  invention,  or  imagination,  such  as  it  is,  I  can  most  truth¬ 
fully  assure  you  would  never  have  served  me  as  it  has  but  for  the  habit 
of  commonplace,  humble,  patient,  daily,  toiling,  drudging  attention.0 
When  asked  on  another  occasion  the  secret  of  his  success,  he  said:  (<  I 
never  put  one  hand  to  anything  on  which  I  could  throw  my  whole  self. 0 
<(  Be  a  whole  man  at  everything,0  wrote  Joseph  Gurney  to  his  son,  (<  a 
whole  man  at  study,  at  work,  at  play. 0 

<(  I  go  at  what  I  am  about,0  said  Charles  Kingsley,  (<as  if  there  was 
nothing  else  in  the  world,  for  the  time  being.  That’s  the  secret  of  all 
hard-working  men;  but  most  of  them  can’t  carry  it  into  their  amuse¬ 
ments.  0 

<(  Attention, 0  said  Lowell,  (<  is  the  stuff  that  memory  is  made  of,  and 
memory  is  accumulated  genius. 0 

William  A.  Mowry  gives  a  good  illustration  of  this  power  in  his  <(  Talks 
with  My  Boys.0  A  boy  of  fifteen  once  agreed  to  commit  seven  long 
stanzas  of  poetry  in  twenty  minutes,  with  his  companions  allowed  to  use 
every  possible  effort  to  disturb  him,  provided  they  would  not  touch  him. 
Amid  such  a  pandemonium  as  only  boys  can  make,  the  task  was  accom¬ 
plished.  That  boy,  George  S.  Boutwell,  was  afterward  governor  of 
Massachusetts,  a  United  States  senator,  and  secretary  of  the  United 
States  treasurv. 

J 

Probably  very  few  have  ever  had  this  power  more  completely  than 
Horace  Greeley.  With  an  immense  procession  passing  up  Broadway,  the 
streets  lined  with  people,  and  bands  playing  lustily,  he  would  sit  upon 
the  steps  of  the  Astor  House,  use  the  top  of  his  hat  for  a  desk,  and  write 
an  editorial  for  the  «  New  York  Tribune0  which  would  be  quoted  far  and 
wide. 

Offended  by  a  pungent  article,  a  gentleman  called  at  the  «  Tribune  0 
office  and  inquired  for  the  editor.  He  was  shown  into  a  little  seven-by- 
nine  sanctum,  where  Greeley  sat,  with  his  head  close  down  to  his  paper, 
scribbling  away  at  a  rapid  rate.  The  angry  man  began  by  asking  if 
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this  was  Mr.  Greeley.  <(Yes,  sir;  what  do  you  want  ? ”  said  the  editor 
quickly,  without  once  looking  up  from  his  paper.  The  irate  visitor 
then  began  by  using  his  tongue,  with  no  refer¬ 
ence  to  the  rules  of  propriety,  good  breeding, 
or  reason.  Meantime  Mr.  Greeley  continued 
to  write.  Page  after  page  was  dashed  off  in 
the  most  impetuous  style,  with  no  change  of 
features,  and  without  paying  the  slightest 
attention  to  the  visitor.  Finally,  after  about 
twenty  minutes  of  the  most  impassioned 
scolding  ever  poured  out  in  an  editor’s  office, 
the  angry  man  became  disgusted,  and  ab¬ 
ruptly  turned  to  walk  out  of  the  room.  Then, 
for  the  first  time,  Mr.  Greeley  quickly  looked  up,  rose 
from  his  chair,  and  slapping  the  gentleman  familiarly  on  the 
shoulder,  said,  in  a  pleasant  tone  of  voice:  <(  Don’t  go,  friend; 
sit  down,  sit  down,  and  free  your  mind;  it  will  do  you  good, — 
you  will  feel  better  for  it.  Besides,  it  helps  me  to  think  what  I  am  to 
write  about.  Don’t  go.” 

If  you  acquire  this  mental  power,  which  you  can  do  at  home,  you 
are  in  an  important  sense  an  educated  man,  whether  or  not  you  ever 
saw  a  college ;  since,  with  the  power  to  do  this,  you  can  acquire  what  you 
will,  when  you  will.  This  power,  too,  is  so  closely  allied  to  the  power 
of  original  thinking,  that,  in  instituting  comparisons  between  this  and  that 
you  will  find  your  mind  flexible  and  serviceable,  whatever  may  be  the 
mental  problem  which  you  need  to  solve. 

What  I  have  said  is  by  no  means  all  that  is  involved  in  a  well 
conducted  self-education.  Mental  honesty,  well  balanced  judgment, 
patience,  thoroughness  of  investigation,  breadth  of  study  and  mental 
charity  are  among  the  points  that  might  be  spoken  of.  Yet  he  who 
is  determined  to  win  in  this  game  will  learn  for  himself  far  more  than  I 
have  now  told  him. 

<(And  it  is  left  for  each,”  says  Edward  Everett,  <(  by  the  cultivation 
of  every  talent,  by  watching  with  an  eagle’s  eye  for  every  chance  of  im¬ 
provement,  by  redeeming  time,  defying  temptation,  and  scorning  sen¬ 
sual  pleasure,  to  make  himself  useful,  honored,  and  happy.” 
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As  he  thinketh  in  his  heart,  so  is  he.—  Proverbs. 

Such  as  are  thy  habitual  thoughts,  such  also  will  be  the  character  of  thy 
mind;  for  the  soul  is  dyed  by  thy  thoughts.  —Marcus  Antoninus. 

Thought  is  the  parent  of  the  deed. —  Carlyle. 

In  a  disturbed  mind,  as  in  a  body  in  the  same  state,  health  cannot  exist. 

—  Cicero. 

Ik  anything  affects  your  eye, you  hasten  to  have  it  removed;  if  anything  af¬ 
fects  your  mind,  you  postpone  the  cure  for  a  year.  Horace. 

There  is  but  one  thing  of  which  I  am  afraid,  and  that  is  fear. 

—  Montaigne. 

Fear  is  the  proof  of  a  degenerate  mind. —  Virgil. 

Our  alarms  are  more  than  our  dangers,  and  we  suffer  oftener  in  apprehen¬ 
sion  than  in  fact.  Seneca. 

Our  remedies  oft  in  ourselves  do  lie, 

Which  we  ascribe  to  Heaven. 

—  Shakespeare. 

Thought  takes  man  out  of  servitude  into  freedom. —  Emerson. 

T lie  mind  conquers  everything,  imparting  strength  even  to  the  body. 

—  Ovid. 

It  is  the  mynd  that  makes  good  or  ill. 

That  maketh  wretch  or  happye,  rich  or  poore. 

—  Spenser. 

The  mind  is  its  own  place,  and  in  itself 
Can  make  a  heaven  of  hell,  a  hell  of  heaven. 

—  Milton. 

In  many  little  Euiropean  towns  frequented  by 
artists  are  inns  with  curiously  decorated  din¬ 
ing  rooms.  On  the  walls  and  ceilings  appear 
landscapes,  figures,  faces  of  astonishing  variety. 
Each  artist  guest  has  done  his  part,  and  left  a  sou¬ 
venir  of  his  sojourn. 

In  deserted  houses,  unwatched  and  uncared  for, 
tramps  leave  their  pictures  and  inscriptions  on  the  walls, 
but  these  no  tourists  go  to  admire.  They  are  foul  and  de¬ 
basing. 

The  difference  in  the  wall  pictures  in  the  artists’  inn  and  in 
the  deserted  house  comes  from  the  kind  of  guests  entertained.  Just 
so  the  thought-guests  we  entertain  in  our  minds  leave  their  impress,  ac¬ 
cording  as  they  are  beautiful,  pure,  and  beneficent,  or  ugly,  vile,  and  evil. 

The  life,  which  is  the  expression  of  character,  must  partake  of  the 
nature  of  the  thoughts  which  the  mind  has  harbored.  If  we  entertain 
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thieves  and  robbers,  blackguards  and  scavengers,  we  cannot  expect  that 
our  mind-house  will  remain  sweet  and  wholesome;  nor  will  those  who 
visit  it  or  pass  it  by  fail  to  notice  its  pollution.  We  shall  some  time 
realize  that  every  bad  or  undesirable  thought-guest  we  entertain  will  leave 
his  foul  scrawl  or  picture  on  the  wall,  and  it  takes  long,  hard  effort  to 
cover  them  with  pure  white  so  they  will  not  show  through.  Even  then 
they  are  always  there,  and,  sadly  enough,  have  a  trick  of  reappearing  just 
when  they  mortify  us  most.  Unlike  the  beautiful  frescoes  sometimes 
found  beneath  the  rough  whitewash  on  the  walls  of  Italian  churches, 
they  are  only  too  easy  to  uncover,  too  hard  to  conceal.  Professor  James, 
of  Harvard  College,  an  expert  in  mental  science,  says:  (<  Every  small 
stroke  of  virtue  or  vice  leaves  its  ever-so-little  scar.  Nothing  we  ever  do 
is  in  strict  literalness,  wiped  out.” 

We  are,  however,  on  too  familiar  terms  with  casual  thoughts.  All 
our  lives  we  have  had  thoughts;  they  came  unbidden,  and  we  dismissed 
them  at  will  if  they  suited  us  not.  We  accepted  them  as  a  matter  of 
course,  as  natural  as  breathing,  airy  trifles  of  no  consequence,  to  be  in¬ 
dulged,  or  disregarded,  or  played  with.  The  sages  of  all  time  have 
known  better  than  to  be  thus  careless.  They  have  dinned  into  the  ears 
of  the  people  that  thought  alone  is  eternal,  that  thought  is  the  master  of 
our  fate,  the  ever-present,  solemn  reality  of  life,  making  or  marring  it. 
But  the  people  heeded  not.  Only  now  is  the  mass  of  mankind  begin¬ 
ning  to  realize  the  power  of  thought  to  shape  circumstances,  to  bring 
about  desired  conditions,  whether  of  mind,  of  body,  or  of  affairs.  More 
than  this,  it  is  coming  to  be  known  how  we  may  control  these  powerful 
agents,  and  make  them  such  that  all  good  things  of  the  world  may  be 
ours,  just  as  all  bad  things  must  be  our  portion  if  we  make  bad  use  of 
our  God-given  tools.  A  sculptor’s  chisel  in  the  hands  of  a  bungler  may 
mar  the  highest  beauty;  in  the  hands  of  a  criminal,  it  may  become  a 
burglar’s  tool  or  a  murderer’s  bludgeon. 

First  of  all,  our  thoughts  are  a  part  of  ourselves.  Their  first  effect 
is  on  ourselves,  and  through  us  they  act  on  all  else  in  the  world;  for,  as 
an  integral  part  of  the  universe,  all  that  we  are  or  do  affects  the  universe 
in  some  degree. 

It  is  said  that  people  who  live  on  any  special  kind  of  food  tend  to  be¬ 
come  like  this  food  in  character.  People  who  live  largely  upon  pork,  for 
example,  are  often  coarse,  brutal,  lacking  the  refinement  and  delicacy  of 
people  who  live  upon  finer  nutriments.  Who  drinks  beer,  thinks  beei. 
Physiologists  tell  us  that  a  meat  diet  excites  the  passions  and  tends  to 
bring  out  the  ferocious  elements  in  man.  When  wild  animals  are  being 
tamed  in  menageries,  it  is  necessary  to  cut  off  their  meat  diet;  and,  e\en 
after  they  have  been  tamed  for  years,  meat  must  sometimes  be  withheld 
from  them  when  they  become  ferocious  and  dangerous. 
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If  this  principle  is  true  as  to  the  physical  nature,  how  much  more 
powerfully  must  the  mind  food  act  upon  the  delicate,  invisible  mind 
structure,  where  every  thought  is  recorded,  and  every  suggestion  leaves 
its  indelible  impress.  The  food  of  mind  is  thought,  and  the  character 
has  no  other  nourishment.  The  mind,  and  hence  the  character,  must  be 
like  the  thoughts  entertained  and  contemplated.  That  which  you  long 
for  and  yearn  for,  upon  which  your  mind  dwells  constantly,  you  will  ap¬ 
proximately  achieve  and  become. 

The  andidate  for  the  highest  success,  which  must  include  the  high¬ 
est  character,  must  guard  with  a  jealous  care  every  avenue  of  approach 
to  his  mind  against  the  little  enemies  of  his  achievement,  for  every  one 
that  enters  his  mind  will  cut  down  the  chances  of  his  possible  success. 

It  is  the  little  enemies,  the  suggestions  of  possible  failure,  the  envy- 
thoughts,  the  jealousy-thoughts,  the  little  discords,  that  rob  us  of  comfort, 
whittle  away  our  energy,  cripple  our  ability,  and  despoil  us  of  our  legiti¬ 
mate  success.  We  are  on  the  lookout  for  the  great  faults,  while  the  little 
ones  take  us  unawares.  Little  leaks  sink  great  ships  as  surely  as  big 
ones;  it  takes  only  a  little  more  time.  Selfishness  in  all  its  forms  is  one 
of  the  greatest  enemies  to  success  and  happiness.  It  destroys  all  peace 
of  mind,  kills  self-respect,  hardens  the  character,  and  petrifies  the  af¬ 
fections.  It  is  really  at  the  bottom  of  all  discord  and  unhappiness. 
Greed  is  one  of  its  worst  forms.  Man  is  naturally  generous,  and  greed 
is  a  disease,  which  demoralizes  the  entire  moral  system. 

Malice  is  a  great  enemy  of  character,  and  destroys  all  that  is  manly 
and  noble  if  long  cherished.  Dishonesty  and  lust  are  great  demoralizers 
of  all  that  is  noblest  and  best  in  man.  A  foul  and  diseased  imagina¬ 
tion  blights  and  blasts  the  flower  of  virtue  more  quickly  than  any  thing 
else.  Nothing  good  or  noble  can  grow  in  its  atmosphere.  It  is  like  the 
deadly  miasma  of  malarial  swamps. 

Health  of  body  is  the  result  of  the  harmonious  action  of  all  of  the  bodily 
functions,  and  this  symmetry  of  action  is  dependent  upon  harmony  of 
the  mental  faculties.  Without  peace  and  tranquillity  of  mind,  there  can 
be  no  real  health  of  body,  and  hence  no  real  success  in  life.  Health  is 
as  much  the  result  of  harmony  of  all  the  mental  faculties,  as  perfect 
time  is  the  result  of  the  harmonious  action  of  all  the  parts  of  a  chronom¬ 
eter.  It  is  impossible  for  the  body  to  manifest  harmony  if  the  mind 
is  affected  by  the  active  operations  of  any  of  its  enemies.  There  is  noth¬ 
ing  truer  than  the  saying,  «  To  be  carnally  minded  is  death. »  Whenever 
jealousy,  selfishness,  revenge,  fear,  or  any  other  of  the  success-enemies 
is  on  the  throne,  disease  and  discord  are  in  the  body  politic. 

Every  function  of  the  mind  and  body  is  materially  affected  by  the 
predominant  emotions.  How  little  we  realize  the  power  of  emotions 
and  unbridled  passions  to  mar  character,  health,  and,  through  them,  the 
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success-ideal,  and  so  to  lessen  our  chances  of  achievement.  Every  emo¬ 
tion  tends  to  sculpture  the  body  into  beauty  or  into  ugliness.  Each 
mind  phase  is  soon  pictured  outwardly  on  some  part  of  the  body. 

It  is  well  known  that  sudden  and  violent  emotions  have  not  only 
weakened  the  heart  in  a  few  hours,  but  have  even  caused  death  and  in¬ 
sanity.  Strong  mental  emotion  often  causes  vomiting.  Extreme  anger 
or  fright  may  produce  jaundice.  A  violent  paroxysm  of  rage  has  caused 
apoplexy  and  death.  Indeed,  in  more  than  one  instance,  a  single  night 
of  mental  agony  has  wrecked  a  life.  Grief,  long-standing  jealousy,  con¬ 
stant  care,  and  corroding  anxiety  sometimes  tend  to  develop  insanity  and 
even  crime. 

Every  thought  tends  to  reproduce  itself,  and  ghastly  mental  pictures 
of  disease,  sensuality,  and  vice  of  all  sorts,  produce  scrofula  and  leprosy 
in  the  soul,  which  are  reproduced  in  the  body.  The  mind  devours 
everything  that  is  brought  to  it, —  the  true,  the  false,  the  good,  the  bad, 
—  and  it  will  produce  soundness  or  rottenness,  beauty  or  deformity,  har¬ 
mony  or  discord,  truth  or  error,  according  to  the  quality  of  the  food  we 
give  it.  The  body  is  governed  by  the  thought. 

Fear  has  always  been  the  arch  enemy,  the  great  bugbear  of  the 
human  race.  In  whatever  form  it  comes,  it  is  a  robber;  often  it  is  a 
murderer  as  well.  It  is  death  to  harmony  wherever  found.  It  casts 
gloom  over  the  happiest  life,  and  drags  its  long  shadow  of  terror  into 
the  most  desirable  surroundings.  Of  all  destroyers  of  success  and  happi¬ 
ness,  nothing  else  is  to  be  dreaded  quite  as  much  as  this  hideous  monster. 

Excessive  fear  of  some  inevitable  and  overpowering  danger,  as  in 
railroad  accidents  or  disasters  at  sea,  may  give  a  shock  so  great  as 
actually  to  extinguish  life  itself,  stopping  the  action  of  the  heart  in¬ 
stantly.  It  has  in  many  instances  destroyed  the  coloring  matter  in  the 
hair  in  a  few  hours,  turning  it  completely  white.  Sudden  fear  dries  up 
the  secretions  quickly,  destroys  the  red  corpuscles  of  the  blood,  and 
makes  the  body  more  susceptible  to  the  invasion  of  disease.  A  sudden 
fright  given  a  child,  (<just  for  fun,®  has  caused  dangerous  convulsions. 
Physicians  have  been  able  actually  to  see  the  physical  effect  of  bad  news 
and  fright  on  the  digestive  functions  in  the  case  of  Beaumont,  whose 
gunshot  wound  healed,  leaving  an  aperture  into  his  stomach.  A  sud¬ 
den  mental  shock  would  stop  immediately  the  secretion  of  gastric  juice, 
and  hence  any  digestion  in  progress,  the  lining  of  the  stomach  becom¬ 
ing  dry  and  feverish. 

It  is  well  known  among  physicians  that  the  dread  of  some  impending 
danger,  as  the  fear  of  the  loss  of  property  or  of  failing  health,  oftentimes 
upsets  the  whole  system  and  results  in  many  discordant  conditions.  A 
horse  or  a  dog  will  lose  its  appetite  and  flesh,  or  even  starve  in  the 
presence  of  food,  when  kept  in  a  constant  state  of  fear. 
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Ambroise  Pare,  describing  the  comet  of  1520,  says:  <(  This  comet  was 
so  horrible  and  dreadful  that  it  engendered  great  terror  in  the  people, 
so  that  many  died,  some  with  fear,  others  with  illness.® 

The  Plague,  stopped  and  reproached  for  killing  a  hundred  thousand 
in  the  city  it  was  leaving,  truly  replied :  (<  I  killed  but  ten  thousand. 
The  rest  died  of  fear. ® 

In  Philadelphia,  several  medical  students  agreed  to  experiment  upon 
a  companion.  On  meeting  him,  each  would  ask  him  what  was  the  mat¬ 
ter,  adding  that  he  looked  ill.  The  young  man  went  to  bed,  sick,  and  in 
a  few  days.  died.  Another  man  in  a  hospital  was  made  to  believe  that  a 
patient  had  just  died  of  cholera  in  the  same  bed  he  was  occupying.  The 
alleged  symptoms  of  the  man  who  had  died  were  described  minutely, 
and  soon  similar  symptoms  were  manifested  by  the  listening  patient, 
and  he  died,  although  the  whole  story  was  a  fabrication. 

A  Pennsylvania  farmer,  while  at  work  in  his  field,  killed  a  large  rat¬ 
tlesnake  without  any  injury  to  himself.  When  ready  to  go  home,  he  inad¬ 
vertently  put  on  his  son’s  coat,  which  was  of  the  same  cloth  as  his  own. 
On  attempting  to  button  it  as  he  walked  along,  he  found,  to  his  sur¬ 
prise,  that  it  was  much  too  small.  His  imagination  at  once  suggested  to 
him  that  he  must  surely  have  been  bitten  by  the  reptile  he  had  killed, 
and  that  he  was  thus  swelling  from  the  poison.  He  grew  very  ill  and  went 
to  bed.  The  family,  in  alarm,  sent  for  doctors,  and  the  usual  remedies 
were  applied,  but  the  patient  grew  worse  every  minute.  At  dark  the 
son  came  with  his  father’s  coat  dangling  about  him.  The  father’s  re¬ 
vival  was  instantaneous. 

A  man  in  Providence,  Rhode  Island,  while  engaged  in  putting  down 
a  carpet  in  July,  1891,  drank  from  a  goblet  in  which  tacks  had  been 
placed,  and,  on  being  told  of  this  fact,  was  at  once  afflicted  with  great 
pain  from  a  tack  lodged  in  his  throat.  He  tried  in  vain  to  remove  it, 
but  the  swelling  increased,  inflammation  set  in,  and  he  consulted  a  doc¬ 
tor.  The  latter  sent  him  for  treatment  to  a  hospital,  where 
a  careful  examination  showed  that  no  tack  had  lodged 
there.  The  pain  at  once  disappeared,  and  the  man 
felt  no  further  annoyance  from  the  mythical  tack. 
Dr.  Henry  A.  Vesey,  in  his  able  article  on  the 
<(  Influence  of  Fear  in  Disease, »  in  what  he  calls  <(frog 
accidents, »  gives  an  interesting  example  of  the  terrible 
effects  of  fear.  A  trainman  sometimes  catches  the  sole  of 
his  boot  in  the  (<  V,"  that  part  of  the  switch  where  the  rails 
come  together.  This  seems  to  be  greatly  feared  by  railroad 
men.  When  a  man  finds  that  his  foot  is  caught  in  the  “frog,®  and, 
the  more  he  tries  to  extricate  it  the  tighter  it  sticks,  in  the  condition  of 
terrible  fear  that  comes  over  him  of  the  possibility  of  a  locomotive  or 
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car  approaching,  he  is  so  completely  paralyzed  with  terror  that,  in  case 
his  foot  is  then  cut  off  by  a  locomotive  wheel,  his  chances  of  recovery 
are  very  small,  compared  with  those  he  would  have  if  the  same  accident 
should  happen  without  any  notice  at  all.  The  few  awful  moments  of 
hopeless  terror  so  unnerve  and  poison  the  system  that  the  wound  usually 
results  fatally.  The  shock,  not  of  the  wound,  but  of  the  terror,  so  com¬ 
pletely  demoralizes  the  blood  and  the  entire  nervous  system  that  recov¬ 
ery  is  doubtful. 

The  entire  character  of  an  individual  has  been  changed  in  a  few  min¬ 
utes,  under  the  frightful  influence  of  some  terrible  impending  disaster. 

If  such  frightful  results  follow  a  temporary  shock,  what  must  be  the 
influence  of  a  constant  dread  and  apprehension,  an  environment  of  fear, 
which  hangs  about  one’s  life  for  many  years?  Physicians  now  know  that 
such  thinking  will  in  time  produce  paralysis;  that  the  constant  brooding 
over  probable  trouble  will  cause  dangerous  melancholy  and  actually 
destroy  the  integrity  of  the  nerve  cells,  producing  nervous  debility,  and 
even  insanity  itself. 

Nearly  everybody  you  meet  carries  this  fearful  burden  of  fear.  He 
may  not  be  able  to  define  it,  he  may  think  that  he  has  been  educated 
above  it;  but  in  reality  he  is  always  regulating  his  life  with  some  terrible 
cloud  hanging  over  him.  He  worries  because  he  is  fearful  about  some¬ 
thing;  the  getting  or  losing  of  money;  the  manner  in  which  society  or 
his  friends  have  treated  him,  or  may  treat  him;  the  way  business  may 
turn;  or  love,  or  some  other  matter.  Fear  holds  the  whip  of  worry  over 
almost  every  soul. 

From  our  birth  we  live  in  the  presence  and  under  the  dominion  of 
this  demon,  fear.  The  child  is  cautioned  a  thousand  times  a  year  to  look 
out  for  this  and  to  look  out  for  that;  it  may  get  poisoned,  it  may  get 
killed,  and  something  terrible  may  happen  to  it  if  it  does  not  do  so  and  so. 
Men  and  women  cannot  bear  the  sight  of  some  harmless  animal  or  in¬ 
sect,  because,  as  children,  they  were  told  it  would  hurt  them.  One  of  the 
most  cruel  things  imaginable  is  to  instil  into  a  child’s  plastic  mind  the 
terrible  image  of  fear.  The  baleful  shadows  of  such  blasting  and 
blighting  pictures  may  hang  over  the  whole  life  and  shut  out  the  bright 
sun  of  joy  and  happiness. 

Fear  is  the  acknowledgment  of  inferiority, —  that  is,  of  not  being 
equal  to  the  occasion.  If  we  once  convince  ourselves  that  it  is  disgrace¬ 
ful  to  be  afraid;  that  it  is  absolutely  foolish,  and  that  it  places  us  in  a 
ludicrous  light  to  acknowledge  our  inferiority,  we  can  finally  over¬ 
come  it. 

The  child  or  man  who  is  in  constant  dread  or  fear  of  some  impend¬ 
ing  peril,  who  is  worrying  and  fretting,  shows  that  he  does  not  believe 
in  the  great  Divine  Cause;  that  he  lacks  confidence  in  that  power  which 
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creates  and  preserves.  This,  after  a  while,  makes  a  man  servile,  destroys 
his  independence  and  his  self-respect,  and  his  whole  character  becomes 
disintegrated. 

Fretting,  stewing,  and  worrying  are  really  forms  of  fear;  that  is,  if 
we  feel  absolutely  equal  to  the  emergency  anticipated,  we  shall  not 
worry. 

It  is  as  impossible  for  a  soul  to  unfold  its  beautiful  petals,  and  to  fling 
out  its  natural  fragrance,  when  haunted  by  constant  fear,  as  it  would  be 
for  a  rose  to  blossom  in  a  dungeon.  A  human  soul  develops  naturally 
and  normally  only  in  an  atmosphere  of  love;  it  shrivels,  becomes 
sickly  and  dies  in  an  environment  of  fear,  and  cannot  breathe  its  deadly 
air  without  losing  its  divine  beauty  and  fragrance. 

Under  the  bondage  of  fear,  we  become  dwarfed,  irritable,  unhappy, 
and  discordant. 

Fear  is  not  the  only  emotion  which  slashes  and  scars  our  moral  and 
physical  natures.  A  violent  fit  of  anger  will  often  completely  destroy 
the  function  of  digestion,  because  it  changes  the  saliva  to  a  poison;  in 
fact,  anger  acts  like  a  poison  to  the  blood  and  the  other  secretions.  Some 
people  do  not  get  over  an  angry  fit  for  days;  and  often,  even  then,  the 
ill  effects  are  left  in  the  system.  It  upsets  the  whole  physical  make-up; 
and,  by  reaction,  the  mental;  and  again,  by  reaction,  the  moral.  Noth¬ 
ing  is  more  destructive  to  harmony  than  loss  of  self-control  in  any  form. 
A  fit  of  anger  may  work  more  harm  to  the  body  and  character  than  a 
drunken  bout.  Anger  in  the  mother  may  poison  a  nursing  child.  Rarey, 
the  celebrated  horse-tamer,  said  that  an  angry  word  would  sometimes 
raise  the  pulse  of  a  horse  ten  beats  in  a  minute.  If  this  is  true  of  a 
beast,  what  can  we  say  of  its  power  upon  human  beings,  especially  upon 
a  child  ? 

Jealousy  will  upset  the  entire  system,  and  is  one  of  the  most  deadly 
enemies  to  happiness  and  success.  Victims  of  jealousy  oftentimes  lose 
their  health  entirely  until  the  cause  is  removed,  and  become  so  demoral¬ 
ized  mentally  that  they  commit  suicide  or  go  insane. 

A  strong  continual  hatred  will  sometimes  not  only  destroy  digestion, 
assimilation,  and  peace  of  mind,  but  absolutely  ruin  character. 

Envy  has  much  the  same  effect  upon  the  body  as  jealousy. 

It  is  now  well  known  that  even  selfishness  in  its  various  forms  renders 
the  body  more  susceptible  to  disease. 

It  has  been  claimed  by  scientists  that  there  is  a  chemical  difference 
between  that  sudden  cold  exudation  of  a  person  under  a  deep  sense  of 
guilt  and  the  ordinary  perspiration;  and  the  state  of  the  mind  can  some¬ 
times  be  determined  by  chemical  analysis  of  the  perspiration  of  a  crimi¬ 
nal,  which,  when  brought  into  contact  with  selenic  acid,  is  said  to 
produce  a  distinctive  pink  color. 
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Grief  is  one  of  the  best  known  and  most  recognized  of  these  killing 
emotions.  Most  of  ns  have  known  some  person  who,  because  of  grief  at 
a  death,  has  pined  away  and  died  in  a  few  weeks  or  months.  Correggio 
is  said  to  have  died  of  chagrin  that  he  received  only  forty  ducats  for  the 
picture,  “Night,®  or  <(  Dawn,"  which  is  now  one  of  the  treasures  of 
the  Dresden  gallery.  Keats  died  of  criticism  too  keen  for  his  sensibili¬ 
ties.  Instances  are  not  rare  of  young  girls  dying  from  disappointment 
in  love. 

Even  joy  kills  when  its  impact  is  too  sudden.  The  daily  papers 
sometimes  tell  of  an  aged  parent  dying  on  the  sudden  arrival  of  a  lost 
child.  A  man  in  Paris  recently  died  as  his  number  was  called  out  as 
that  of  the  winner  of  a  prize  in  a  lottery. 

Surprise  at  her  son’s  bringing  home  a  bride  killed  Mrs.  Corea,  of 
Copake,  New  York,  in  five  minutes. 

If  I  have  dwelt  so  long  on  the  dark  side  of  thought-influence,  it  is 
only  to  impress  the  necessity  of  changing  all  these  sad  conditions;  for  that 
is  the  joy  and  the  glory  of  understanding  thought.  All  these  dark  pic¬ 
tures  may  be  changed  to  bright  ones.  All  these  vices  of  the  mind  can  be 
changed  into  glorious  virtues.  All  these  poisons  can  be  turned  to  sweet¬ 
est  nectar.  Life, —  your  life,  and  mine,  and  all  those  about  us, —  can  be 
made  beautiful,  happy,  and  healthy.  It  is  no  fairy-story,  though  it  is  just 
as  wonderful.  It  is  an  every-day  fact,  that  each  one  may  apply;  a  rem¬ 
edy,  a  panacea,  that  costs  nothipg  but  a  little  effort;  a  touchstone  that 
we  all  possess.  Thought  does  all  these  wonderful  things,  and  we  have 
only  to  know  how  to  use  it. 

I  believe  it  possible  to  change  entirely  the  structure  of  the  mind,  the 
disposition,  the  character,  in  a  comparatively  short  time,  by  entertaining, 
firmly  and  persistently,  only  uplifting,  inspiring,  cheerful  and  helpful 
thoughts.  The  mind  earnestly  set  in  one  direction  will  soon  change  the 
nature  of  one’s  atmosphere.  I  have  known  people  to  have  a  morose,  sour, 
disappointed,  melancholy  and  gloomy  cast  of  mind  changed  to  a  bright, 
cheerful  and  sunny  one  in  a  few  months  by  the  systematic  rooting  out 
and  destruction  of  the  fear-thoughts  which  had  previously  dwarfed  and 
blasted  their  lives.  Every  one  has  seen  the  expelling  force  of  a  noble 
sentiment  in  the  transformation  of  a  rude,  unkempt,  perhaps  vicious 
youth  by  his  love  for  a  charming  girl. 

If  we  can  preserve  the  integrity  of  the  mind  and  protect  it  from  its 
enemies,  evil  and  vicious  thoughts  and  imaginations,  we  have  solved  the 
problem  of  scientific  living.  A  well  trained  mind  is  always  able  to  fur¬ 
nish  the  concordant  note  in  any  condition. 

Every  man  builds  his  own  world  and  makes  his  own  atmosphere.  He 
can  fill  it  with  clouds  of  doubt  and  despair  and  gloom  so  that  his  whole 
life  will  be  engulfed  in  storm  and  tempest  and  disaster,  or  he  can  keep 
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the  atmosphere  clear  and  transparent  by  expelling  every  stormy,  cheer¬ 
less,  envious  and  malicious  thought-cloud. 

It  is  not  a  very  difficult  thing  to  learn  to  bar  the  enemies  of  our  suc¬ 
cess  and  happiness  and  characters  from  the  mind,  after  we  have  practised 
it  awhile.  Like  everything  else,  the  expelling  faculties,  the  recording 
faculties,  the  photographing  faculties,  increase  with  use,  and  it  is  aston¬ 
ishing  how  quickly  one  can  discipline  the  mind  to  bar  its  doors  to  all  un¬ 
desirable  comers. 

When  the  mind  and  character  have  been  sufficiently  trained,  they 
naturally  shrink  from  and  repel  the  enemies  of  their  well-being.  Then, 
as  like  qualities  naturally  flock  together,  the  moment  we  forsake  the  sor¬ 
did,  the  selfish,  the  false,  the  bad,  they  flee  from  us,  while  the  opposite 
qualities  cling  to  us,  because  we  become  more  and  more  akin  to  them. 
So  the  quickest  and  most  radical  way  to  get  away  from  the  wrong  is  to 
cleave  to  the  right. 

Paul  recognized  this  power  of  right  thinking  in  this  earnest  counsel 
to  the  Philippians :  — 

<(  Finally,  brethren,  whatsoever  things  are  true,  whatsoever  things 
honorable,  whatsoever  things  are  just,  whatsoever  things  are  pure,  what¬ 
soever  things  are  lovely,  whatsoever  things  are  of  good  report;  if  there 
be  any  virtue,  and  if  there  be  any  praise,  think  on  these  things .» 

He  did  not  mean  think  of  them  once  in  a  while,  but  to  hold  the  mind 
earnestly  to  these  virtue-thoughts. 

It  is  well  known  that  the  suppression  of  any  one  form  of  selfishness 
tends  to  weaken  all  the  other  expressions.  Just  so  the  suppression  of 
worry,  anxiety,  a  habit  of  fretting,  or  anger,  tends  to  eradicate  all  the 
other  forms  of  fear.  All  of  the  fear-thoughts  belong  to  one  family,  and 
where  one  goes,  the  others  go;  if  they  are  encouraged,  they  remain;  if 
one  is  excluded,  the  others  follow  in  time.  Like  a  field  cleared  of 
weeds,  and  diligently  cultivated,  the  cleared  mind  is  soon  filled  with  the 
flowers  of  thought  which  produce  the  beautiful  fruit  of  manhood  and 
womanhood. 

I  am  glad  to  see  that  thinkers  are  beginning  to  prove  that  fear  is  ab¬ 
solutely  unnecessary,  and  can  be  easily  eliminated  during  childhood. 
In  fact,  among  the  people  who  think,  it  is  coming  to  be  considered  not 
self-respectful  to  be  a  slave  to  a  thing  which  exists  only  in  imagination, 
and  is  as  unreal  as  the  ghost  which  is  a  nightmare  to  the  child. 

The  time  will  come  when  children  will  be  taught  to  banish  every 
particle  of  fear,  of  morbid  dread  and  apprehension,  from  the  mind,  as 
they  would  expel  a  temptation  to  commit  crime.  Every  child  should  be 
taught  that  perfection  and  harmony  are  in  reality  everywhere ;  that  the 
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discordant,  the  gloomy,  are  only  apparent,  and  that  everything  which 
the  Creator  touched  and  pronounced  good,  is,  and  must  be,  forever  per¬ 
fect,  and  that  nothing  can  mar  that  perfection  and  beauty  or  bring  dis¬ 
cord  into  the  real  harmony,  when  we  once  understand  the  reality  of 
things  and  our  relation  to  them. 

The  man  who  holds  steadily  in  mind  the  consciousness  of  his  divinity 
is  not  likely  to  drift  very  far  from  that  divine  harmony  which  gives 
power.  The  consciousness  of  self-dominion  will  spring  to  his  aid  in 
great  emergencies,  if  he  holds  the  divine  thought.  When  a  man  comes 
to  the  full  realization  of  the  oneness,  the  unity,  of  his  better  self  with 
the  Infinite  Mind,  he  will  then  grasp  the  key  to  all  power,  arise  to  his 
true  dominion,  and  be  capable  of  infinite  achievement.  He  will  never 
again  be  satisfied  with  the  limited,  the  commonplace. 

We  are  not  miserable,  helpless  creatures,  buffeted  by  chance,  and 
liable  to  be  snuffed  out  by  accident;  we  are  as  immortal  and  unchange¬ 
able  in  principle,  in  the  truth  of  our  being,  and  as  incapable  of  being 
effaced,  as  the  laws  of  the  multiplication  table.  We  cannot  conceive  the 
time  or  place  that  two  and  two  do  not  make  four,  nor  can  we  conceive 
of  any  railroad  accident  or  any  disaster  at  sea  that  would  change  one 
iota  the  fact  of  our  being  or  the  truth  of  our  reality. 

If  all  of  the  pianos  in  the  world,  and  all  of  the  violins,  and  all  of  the 
other  musical  instruments  of  every  name  and  nature  were  put  into  one 
huge  pile  and  burned,  the  eternal  laws  of  music,  of  harmony,  of 
melody,  would  not  be  affected  any  more  than  the  erasure  of  a  school¬ 
boy’s  problem  on  the  blackboard  .would  affect  the  laws  of  mathematics. 
Man  is  the  perfect  idea  of  the  Creator,  and  the  idea  can  no  more  be  de¬ 
stroyed  than  can  the  Creator  himself. 

Learn  to  assert  your  divine  right  boldly,  for  boldness  is  born  of  con¬ 
fidence  and  gives  power. 

A  firm,  defiant  determination  to  rise  to  our  dominion,  to  be  some¬ 
thing  and  do  something  because  it  is  our  birthright,  because  God  in¬ 
tended  us  for  great  things,  because  he  planned  us  and  adapted  us  in 
every  detail  of  our  marvelous  structure  for  success  and  enjoyment,  is 
half  the  battle.  If  we  carry  constantly  this  conviction,  we  shall  accom¬ 
plish  infinitely  more  in  life  than  if  we  go  with  our  heads  down,  with 
doubt  in  our  hearts,  and  fear  as  to  our  success.  The  world  makes  way 
for  the  determined  youth,  it  stands  aside  for  the  man  who  has  a  pro¬ 
gram,  a  mission,  a  throbbing  compulsion  within  to  do  something.  No 
man  gets  very  far  in  this  world  until  he  catches  a  glimpse  of  his  higher 
self,  until  he  feels  that  the  divinity  which  is  stirring  within  him,  and, 
which  impels  him  on,  is  a  proof  of  his  ability  to  reach  the  high  ideal 
which  haunts  him.  Then  there  is  no  keeping  him  down,  no  holding  him 
back,  if  he  is  made  of  the  right  material. 

8 — 292 
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The  Creator  has  not  mocked  us  with  a  yearning  for  infinite  achieve¬ 
ment,  with  a  longing  for  unspeakable  accomplishments,  without  giving 
us  the  ability,  the  opportunity,  for  achievement,  any  more  than  he  has 
mocked  the  swallow  or  the  wild  goose  with  an  instinct  to 
fly  south  in  the  winter  without  making  any  south  to  match 
the  instinct.  The  fact  is,  we  do  not  half  know  our  possi¬ 
bilities. 

I  wish  it  were  possible  to  impress  upon  the  minds  of 
the  young  the  tremendous  power  which  right  thinking 
has  on  our  possible  success,  the  power  of  the  conviction 
that  we  were  intended  for  great  things,  and  that  it  is  a 
positive  sin  to  disappoint  our  Maker.  This  one  idea 
would  revolutionize  the  achievements  of  the  future, 
could  it  be  thoroughly  realized. 

The  philosophy  of  character-building  is  this:  that  every¬ 
thing  one  stoutly  affirms  as  true  strengthens  the  quality  so 
affirmed,  and  every  negative  statement  or  admission  weakens  the 
positive  quality.  Plus  thoughts  build;  minus  and  negative  thoughts 
tear  down.  We  build  and  grow  as  we  think.  Whatever  we  assert, 
firmly  believing,  we  tend  to  become,  and  every  affirmation  strengthens 
our  position.  Affirmation  of  virtue  makes  character. 

The  moment  one  begins  to  affirm  the  power  to  give  an  uplift 
to  the  life  by  all  thoughts  which  are  inspiring  and  ennobling,  and  to  de¬ 
moralize  and  mar  life  and  character  by  opposite  thoughts,  he  gets  an 
insight  into  the  real  philosophy  of  right  living. 

Again,  the  moment  we  affirm  the  power  of  the  right,  the  good, 
and  the  true,  the  less  real  the  opposite  qualities  seem  to  us,  and  the 
less  power  they  have  to  mar  our  lives.  It  is  the  perpetual  affirma¬ 
tion  of  the  true,  and  the  denial  of  the  false,  that  makes  strong  char¬ 
acters. 

It  is  comparatively  easy  to  strengthen  deficient  self-confidence  by  a 
daily  habit  of  asserting,  over  and  over  again,  that  you  actually  possess 
this  quality.  Every  time  you  doubt  your  ability  to  do  anything,  substi¬ 
tute  for  it  the  stout  assertion  that  you  possess  the  thing  you  desire.  In 
this  way  you  will  gradually  develop  the  self-trust  cells  or  faculties  by 
exercise,  until  you  will  be  surprised  to  see  how  strong  they  will  become 
under  this  daily  practice. 

Learn  to  assert  firmly  the  possession  of  whatever  you  lack ;  that  is, 
if  you  lack  courage  or  staying  power,  learn  to  assert  these  qualities  as 
yours  by  Divine  right;  be  thoroughly  convinced  that  they  belong  to 
you,  and  that  you  must  possess  them,  and  you  will  win. 

Grant  had  this  quality  preeminently.  There  was  no  negative  in  his 
make-up;  he  never  stopped  in  a  great  crisis  to  consider  that  failure 
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was  possible;  he  never  denied,  but  constantly  affirmed;  he  did  not  doubt; 
he  was  always  on  the  plus  side,  never  on  the  negative. 

It  is  the  positive  Lincolns,  the  positive  Washingtons,  who  achieve 
results.  The  negative  men  never  carry  confidence,  no  matter  how  much 
ability  they  may  possess ;  they  are  not  relied  upon  in  emergencies.  It 
is  the  staying  power  of  the  positive,  the  plus  man,  which  is  relied  upon 
in  great  crises,  national  or  individual. 

Positiveness,  prompt  and  strong  decision,  are  the  qualities  of  lead¬ 
ership.  The  negative  man  cannot  be  trusted,  not  because  he  is  not 
honest,  but  because  he  lacks  the  firmness  of  decision,  the  positiveness 
of  affirmation,  which  are  necessary. 

The  same  is  true  in  business;  it  is  the  positive  man  that  is  wanted 
everywhere  —  the  man  with  the  plus  qualities  of  leadership.  As  a  rule, 
he  is  more  fearless,  more  courageous,  and  his  conviction  is  born  of  a 
positive  belief  in  his  ability  to  do  the  thing  he  undertakes. 

The  positive,  the  plus  quality,  when  very  pronounced,  is  sometimes 
disagreeable,  and  may  amount  to  disgusting  egotism ;  but,  after  all,  there 
is  usually  the  power  of  conviction  behind  it  all  which  is  an  indication  of 
the  power  to  do  the  needed  thing. 

The  power  of  thought  as  a  success  producer  cannot  be  overestimated. 
A  habit  of  holding  in  the  mind  a  firm  conviction  that  you  can  succeed, 
and  that  you  will  succeed,  is  a  wonderful  help  to  achievement.  Never 
allow  yourself  for  an  instant  to  admit  that  you  are  inferior  to  the  situa¬ 
tion  which  confronts  you,  for  this  is  to  invite  defeat.  Deny  nothing 
but  the  power  which  would  keep  you  back.  Stoutly  affirm  that  you 
can  do  the  thing;  for,  the  very  moment  you  acknowledge  weakness  or 
harbor  a  doubt  of  your  ability,  you  weaken  your  self-confidence,  and 
that  is  to  weaken  the  very  foundation,  the  very  possibility,  of  your  suc¬ 
cess. 

A  youth  might  as  well  expect  to  get  over  the  Alps  by  sitting  down 
and  affirming  that  the  undertaking  is  too  great  for  him ;  that  he  never 
can  accomplish  it;  that  he  is  afraid  of  the  avalanches,  and  of  getting 
lost,  as  to  expect  to  achieve  great  things  in  life  while  he  is  expressing 
doubts  and  fears  of  his  ability  to  do  them.  His  achievements  will  never 
rise  higher  than  his  thoughts.  A  general  always  planning  what  to  do  in 
case  of  defeat  will  seldom  conquer. 

Like  the  actor,  a  success  candidate  must  have  the  character  of  that 
which  he  impersonates,  as  nearly  as  possible.  The  true  actor  lives,  for  the 
time  being,  the  character  he  assumes.  He  surrounds  himself  with  the 
atmosphere,  rethinks  the  thoughts,  relives  the  experience  of  his  charac¬ 
ter.  Suppose  Henry  Irving  should  attempt  to  play  the  part  of  Hamlet, 
and  every  now  and  then  change  his  character  to  that  of  Polonius,  or  the 
grave-digger,  or  some  other  character  in  the  play;  the  moment  he  departs 
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from  the  Hamlet  thought,  the  Hamlet  atmosphere,  the  Hamlet  experi¬ 
ence,  the  Hamlet  life,  that  moment  he  fails  in  his  role. 

How  can  a  man  who  is  always  thinking  and  talking  poverty,  who  is 
always  holding  his  mind  in  a  poverty  attitude,  expect  to  gain  a  compe¬ 
tence  ?  He  must  think  opulence,  abundance;  he  must  know,  he  must 
be  thoroughly  convinced,  that  the  Creator  owns  everything  and  that  he  is 
a  legitimate  heir;  that  it  is  his  right,  nay,  his  duty,  to  have  money,  prop¬ 
erty,  and  comforts;  that  it  is  a  sin  for  an  able-bodied  man,  who  does 
not  have  some  terrible  reverses,  to  be  just  existing  from  hand  to  mouth, 
instead  of  being  well  and  full-handed.  It  was  intended  that  the  children 
of  the  Almighty  should  not  only  have  comfort  and  luxury,  but  that 
they  should  also  live  in  happiness  and  peace,  and  not  in  discord  or  inhar¬ 
mony. 

Our  thoughts  are  not  prisoners  within  ourselves.  Potent  with  influ¬ 
ence,  they  fly  from  us  at  every  instant,  working  for  weal  or  for  woe. 
We  radiate  what  we  feel  and  believe.  If  the  mind  is  in  harmony  and 
peace,  is  strong  and  healthy,  we  radiate  health,  peace,  and  harmony, 
wherever  we  go.  What  we  think  most  about  and  strive  to  become,  we 
radiate  to  others  in  every  conversation,  in  our  manner,  in  our  every  let¬ 
ter,  in  our  life.  A  sort  of  sublimation  of  our  faculties,  peculiarities, 
and  characteristics  is  constantly  being  thrown  off,  and  makes  up  our  im¬ 
pression  on  those  we  meet.  It  is  our  real  self  we  thus  give  out,  not 
what  we  would  like  to  seem.  It  partakes  of  our  qualities,  our  experi¬ 
ence,  our  ideals,  our  longings,  our  ambitions.  We  can  no  more  get  away 
from  it  than  a  leopard  can  change  his  spots.  If  there  is  selfishness, 
sordidness,  meanness,  narrowness,  uncharitable  intolerance  in  us,  these 
qualities  are  quickly  communicated  to  those  about  us,  and  help  to  create 
their  impressions  of  us. 

If  our  dominant  motive  is  to  grasp  and  to  hold,  to  receive  instead  of 
overflowing  to  others,  if  our  only  ambition  is  to  accumulate,  we  shall  and 
must  radiate  the  impression  of  mean,  stingy,  narrow,  sordid  souls.  An 
egotist  cannot  radiate  joy  and  good  will,  because  everything  for  him 
points  inward  to  his  own  selfish  personality;  he  gives  out  nothing  useful 
to  others,  but,  like  a  sponge,  absorbs  everything.  He  cannot  radiate 
sunshine  or  good  cheer  any  more  than  a  foul  swamp  can  exhale  a  health 
tonic.  A  bitter  fountain  cannot  give  forth  sweet  water,  nor  a  sour-apple 
tree  produce  sweet  fruit.  If  a  man  is  sour  and  mean,  cold  and  con¬ 
temptible,  he  cannot  send  out  a  warm,  sympathetic  atmosphere.  Gloom 
and  depression  emanate  from  him.  Children  intuitively  feel  his  nature 
and  shrink  from  him. 

Such  a  man  sometimes  calls  upon  us,  and  we  have  the  hardest  time  to 
entertain  him  or  even  to  endure  him ;  our  minds  have  nothing  in  common  ; 
we  feel  cold  and  gloomy  in  his  presence;  his  thoughts  repel  us;  there  is 
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no  response  to  ours;  the  time  drags  heavily;  we  do  not  know  what  to 
say,  we  are  mechanical  in  our  thoughts,  and  there  is  no  spontaneity  of 
expression ;  the  faculties,  as  if  paralyzed,  refuse  to  work,  and  all  our  in¬ 
tercourse  is  forced  and  cold. 

The  moment  this  man  departs,  and  a  congenial  friend  calls,  his  very 
presence  unlocks  all  the  doors  of  the  mind,  the  gates  of  the  heart 
fly  ajar,  and  every  avenue  to  our  affections  opens  up  to  him.  His  coming 
is  like  sunshine  in  the  spring;  our  whole  nature  warms  and  responds  to 
his  genial  presence;  new  hope  and  courage  are  born  in  our  hearts;  we 
can  say  things  and  think  things  impossible  before.  ’  We  become  prolific, 
original;  our  powers  seem  multiplied.  The  faculties  which,  but  a  few 
minutes  before,  were  locked  tightly,  are  now  responsive.  Mechanical 
expression  gives  place  to  spontaneous  flow.  Shakespeare  says:  — 

((  He  makes  a  July’s  day  short  as  December; 

And  with  his  varying  childness,  cures  in  me 

Thoughts  that  would  thick  my  blood. ® 

What  has  made  the  difference  ?  Harmony  has  replaced  discord.  Take 
care  that  you  cultivate  the  proper  thought-qualities  to  produce  the  de¬ 
sired  nature.  Ella  Wheeler  Wilcox  says:  — 

(<You  never  can  tell  what  your  thoughts  will  do 
In  bringing  you  hate  or  love; 

For  thoughts  are  things  and  their  airy  wings 
Are  swifter  than  carrier  doves. 

They  follow  the  law  of  the  universe,— 

Each  thing  must  create  its  kind ; 

And  they  speed  on  the  track,  to  bring  you  back 
Whatever  went  out  from  your  mind.® 

The  gloomy,  pessimistic  man,  the  man  who  loves  shadows,  who 
dwells  forever  in  the  gloom  and  throws  a  depressing  influence,  has  very 
little  power  in  the  world  as  compared  with  the  bright,  cheerful,  sunny 
soul.  w  Fate  itself  has  to  concede  a  good  many  things  to  the  cheerful 
man.® 

A  cheerful  disposition  is  not  only  a  power,  but  it  is  a  great  health 
tonic  and  strength  giver.  A  cheerful  soul  can  resist  disease,  and  it  is 
well  known  among  physicians  that  there  is  more  chance  for  the  recovery 
of  a  bright,  sunny  patient  than  of  one  who  despairs.  (<  Cheerfulness  is 
health;  the  opposite,  melancholy,  is  disease,®  says  Haliburton,  and 
Shakespeare  tells  us  that  (<a  light  heart  lives  long.®  Gloom  and  depres¬ 
sion  feed  disease  and  hasten  its  development.  A  cheerful  physician 
often  does  infinitely  more  good  by  his  manner  than  by  all  his  medicine. 
Hospital  attendants  have  noticed  a  marked  contrast  in  the  effect  on 
patients  of  the  passage  through  a  ward  of  a  cheery,  hopeful,  encourag- 
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ing  physician,  or  of  a  solemn,  forbidding  one,  who  seems  to  see  death 
lurking  in  every  corner  and  no  possible  chance  for  recovery.  Sick  per¬ 
sons  will  rally  and  be  better  all  day  just  because  the  doctor  says  they 
are  looking  better  and  will  soon  be  out.  Solomon  realized  this  when  he 
said:  <(  A  merry  heart  doeth  good  like  a  medicine;  but  a  broken  spirit 
drieth  the  bones. w 

One  of  the  greatest  helps  to  happiness  and  success  is  the  habit  of  say¬ 
ing  kind  things  to  others  and  about  others. 

Whoever  would  be  happy  should  make  up  his  mind  to  see  only  the 
good  in  others,  to  hunt  for  the  beautiful  things  in  their  characters  and 
ignore  the  ugly  things;  to  look  for  harmony  and  to  avoid  discord. 

Never  allow  yourself  to  form  a  habit  of  condemning  or  criticizing  oth¬ 
ers.  No  matter  what  they  do,  hold  toward  them  perpetually  the  kindly 
thought,  the  love-thought;  determine  to  see  only  that  which  is  good  and 
sweet  and  lovely  in  them  and  you  will  generally  find  what  you  are  look¬ 
ing  for. 

If  you  are  always  finding  fault  with  those  about  you,  or  those  who 
work  for  you;  if  you  are  always  looking  for  the  crooked  and  the  de¬ 
formed;  if  you  are  constantly  criticizing  instead  of  praising  or  appreci¬ 
ating,  you  will  ruin  your  power  of  seeing  the  beautiful  and  the  true,  the 
same  as  a  liar  loses  at  last  the  power  to  see,  appreciate,  or  tell  the  truth. 
<(  He  that  hath  a  froward  heart, ® says  Solomon,  a  findeth  no  good;  and  he 
that  hath  a  perverse  tongue  falleth  into  mischief. n 

Again,  to  hold  loving  thoughts,  as  a  mother  does  toward  her  chil¬ 
dren,  develops  the  better  side;  the  delicate  flower  of  manhood  and 
womanhood  will  not  blossom  in  the  chilly,  bleak  atmosphere  of  hatred 
or  jealousy  or  condemnation.  It  must  have  the  warm  sun  of  love,  of 
praise,  of  appreciation,  of  helpfulness,  to  call  out  its  beauty  and  produce 
the  luscious  fruit. 

Many  a  fair  and  beautiful  life  has  been  withered,  blighted,  and  stunted 
in  a  hard,  critical,  unappreciative  atmosphere. 

Like  produces  like ;  a  mean,  contemptible  thought  or  bearing  toward 
another  can  never  call  out  love,  gratitude,  or  appreciation.  The  mind  is 
a  magnet  and  draws  from  other  minds  qualities  like  its  own.  If  we  hold 
others  in  loving  regard,  if  we  are  truly  interested  in  their  welfare  and 
are  really  anxious  to  help  them,  they  quickly  respond  in  like  thoughts 
toward  us. 

The  cold,  hard,  exacting  parent  or  teacher  who  is  always  scolding, 
criticizing,  condemning,  and  prohibiting,  calls  out  the  corresponding 
qualities  in  a  child  or  pupil.  \  oung  people  are  very  susceptible  to 
the  character  of  the  thought  which  is  held  toward  them;  they  know 
whether  the  teacher  is  really  interested  in  them  and  wants  to  help  them 
or  not.  They  are  quick  to  feel  selfish  and  unsympathetic  natures.  No 
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teacher  is  fitted  for  his  or  her  sacred  task  who  is  not  naturally  sympa¬ 
thetic,  who  does  not  hold  the  loving,  helpful  thought  toward  the  pupil. 

The  radiation  of  dominant  thought  has  a  most  direct  effect  on  success 
and  failure.  Your  beliefs  and  convictions  are  contagious.  Many  a  man 
has  failed  because  he  communicated  his  doubts  to  all  with  whom  he  dealt 
until  they  themselves  doubted  his  ability  to  succeed.  Your  own  distrust 
of  your  powers  will  quickly  undermine  your  credit.  Your  eye,  your 
manner,  your  bearing,  quickly  communicate  your  doubt  or  your  confi¬ 
dence.  Your  employees,  for  instance,  know  very  quickly  when  you  are 
in  doubt  and  when  you  are  confident  that  you  dominate  the  situation. 
Many  a  man  has  failed  as  a  salesman  or  agent  simply  because  he  did  not 
have  confidence  in  his  ability  to  sell,  or  was  constantly  worried  for  fear 
he  would  fail,  and  so  projected  doubt  into  the  mind  of  his  customer 
which  was  not  there  before.  In  other  words,  the  salesman  who  lacks 
positiveness,  vacillates,  and  doubts;  puts  obstacles  in  his  own  pathway 
which  will  often  spoil  his  sale.  It  is  very  difficult  for  any  one  to  decide 
in  the  atmosphere  of  a  doubter,  while  a  positive  person  forces  a  waver¬ 
ing  one  to  a  decision. 

The  men  who  carry  great  conviction  of  ability  to  achieve  what  they 
undertake  are  positive,  strong  characters;  others  catch  the  contagion  of 
their  constant  affirmation  of  assurance  and  confidence,  and  believe  this  to 
be  proof  of  the  ability  to  succeed.  Life  is  too  short  and  the  world  is  too 
busy  to  allow  the  minutest  investigation  of  another’s  ability  to  achieve  the 
thing  he  assumes  to  be  able  to  do;  therefore,  the  world  accepts,  very 
largely,  a  man’s  own  estimate  of  himself,  until  he  forfeits  its  confidence. 
If  a  young  man  hangs  out  his  law  sign,  the  world  will  take  it  for 
granted  that  he  is  a  lawyer,  that  he  is  fitted  for  his  profession,  until  he 
proves  otherwise ;  and  so,  if  a  young  man  stoutly  clings  to  his  ability  to 
achieve  a  certain  thing,  we  rely  upon  that  confidence  until  he  shows  his 
inability  to  accomplish  it. 

If  a  man  is  going  to  succeed  in  life,  he  must  go  at  his  life-work  with 
the  air  of  a  conqueror,  with  a  determination  which  knows  no  failure, 
with  a  step  that  has  in  it  assurance  of  victory. 

The  power  of  the  mind,  both  in  causing  and  in  curing  disease,  has  been 
recognized  by  observers  and  medical  men  of  all  times.  Petronius  Arbi¬ 
ter  remarked:  (<  A  physician  is  nothing  but  a  consoler  of  the  mind,”  and 
centuries  later  Sir  James  Simpson  wrote:  <(  The  physician  knows  not  and 
practises  not  the  whole  extent  of  his  art,  when  he  neglects  the  marvelous 
influence  of  the  mind  over  the  body.” 

A  writer  in  the  New  York  (<  Journal  ®  says:  — 

M  Since  it  is  evident  that  imagination  can  destroy  life,  must  it  not  also 
be  true  that  a  reversal  of  the  imaginative  killing  process  must  strengthen 
and  prolong  life  ? 
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«  Everybody  knows  how  a  feeling  of  cheerfulness  and  elation  overcomes 
despondency. 

<(  Pleasure  excites  the  heart,  increases  the  activity  of  the  lungs  and  the 
consequent  absorption  of  oxygen. 

“Every  remote  corner  of  our  physical  bodies  must  be  subject  to  in¬ 
fluences  of  the  mind.  That  being  so,  there  can  be  no  question  as  to  the 
importance  of  controlling  these  mind  influences. * 

“  I  am  sorry  to  learn  that  you  are  so  sick  that  you  cannot  possibly  be 
in  your  accustomed  place  to-morrow  morning-,  Miss  Hysee, *■  said  the 
minister’s  wife  condolingly,  according  to  the  Chicago  “  Tribune  w;  “and 
I  have  hurried  over  to  say  that  you  need  not  feel  the  slightest  uneasiness 
about  the  solo  you  were  to  sing  in  the  opening  anthem.  Mr.  Goodman 
and  the  chorister  have  arranged  that  Miss  Gonby  shall  take  the  part, 

and - *  “  What?*  The  popular  soprano  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Goodman’s 

chuich  choir  at  once  sat  bolt  upright  in  bed.  “  What!  *  she  screamed. 
“  The  old  maid  with  the  cracked  voice  try  to  sing  my  solo?  Never  !  * 
With  one  hand  she  tore  the  bandage  off  her  head,  with  the  other  she 
swept  the  medicines  from  the  side  table  to  the  floor.  “  Tell  Dr.  Good¬ 
man  and  the  chorister,  »  she  said,  in  a  voice  that  rang  through  the  house 
like  the  silvery  tones  of  a  bell,  “  to  notify  Miss  Gonby  she  needn’t  mangle 
that  solo.  I’ll  be  there. * 

Did  you  ever  see  a  delicate  mother,  who  was  not  half  capable  of  liv¬ 
ing,  rush  into  a  burning  building  and  seize  a  child,  bring  it  down  stairs 
or  hand  it  out  of  the  window  to  safety;  a  woman,  who  was  not  able  to 
lift  the  child  before,  throw  the  furniture  out  of  the  house,  take  children 
out,  and  rescue  many  precious  lives  ?  In  disasters  at  sea,  women  and 
girls  have  performed  deeds  of  strength  and  heroism  seemingly  too  great 
for  men. 

Did  you  ever  see  an  elevator  boy  run  up  story  after  story  in  a  burn¬ 
ing  building,  when  the  hot  cable  blistered  his  hands,  bringing  down 
people  and  saving  lives,  as  has  been  done  in  Chicago  and  many  other 
cities?  He  never  would  have  dreamed  of  doing  such  a  thing  but  for 
the  emergency.  But  when  the  necessity  existed,  the  mind  accomplished 
the  prodigies  of  strength  by  physical  means  quite  insufficient  under  or¬ 
dinary  mental  conditions.  A  maniac,  even  in  a  temporary  fit  of  de¬ 
lirium,  has  sometimes  the  strength  of  several  men,  regardless  of  his 
frailty  under  normal  conditions.  Any  policeman  can  tell  you  experi¬ 
ences  with  crazy-drunk  men  that  prove  how  much  the  mind  has  to  do 
with  strength. 

Think  of  the  power  of  the  mind  which  enabled  the  martyrs  of  old, 
men  and  women  who  under  ordinary  circumstances  would  have  shrunk 
from  the  slightest  physical  pain,  to  stand  calmly  at  the  stake  without  a 
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tremor;  yea,  even  with  serenity  and  calm  resignation,  watch  the  flesh 
on  their  limbs  and  bodies  burn  to  a  crisp! 

MNo,  we  don’t  get  sick,”  said  an  actor,  «  because  we  can’t  get  sick. 
Patti  and  a  few  other  stars  can  afford  that  luxury,  but  to  the  majority  of 
us  it  is  denied.  It  is  a  case  of  (  must  ’  with  us;  and 
although  there  have  been  times  when,  had  I 
been  at  home,  or  a  private  man,  I  could  have 
taken  to  my  bed  with  as  good  a  right  to  be 
sick  as  any  one  ever  had,  I  have  not  done  so, 
and  have  worn  off  the  attack  through  sheer 
necessity.  It’s  no  fiction  that  will-power  is 
the  best  of  tonics,  and  theatrical  people  under¬ 
stand  that  they  must  keep  a  good  stock  of  it  al¬ 
ways  on  hand.” 

Aaron  Burr  postponed  his  death,  in  spite  of  his 
doctor’s  prediction,  till  a  lady,  who  had  written  that 
she  would  call,  had  made  her  visit.  His  chivalry  would  not 
let  him  die  before. 

Such  instances  of  the  power  of  the  mind  to  control  health 
and  all  the  functions  of  the  body  could  be  cited  by  the  hundred.  They 
teach  us  that  we  can  regulate  our  own  health  if  we  only  take  the  proper 
means. 

The  body  is  molded  and  fashioned  by  the  thought.  If  a  young 
woman  were  to  try  to  make  herself  beautiful,  she  would  not  begin  by 
contemplating  ugliness,  or  dwelling  upon  the  monstrosities  of  vice,  for 
their  hideous  images  would  be  reproduced  in  her  own  face  and  manner. 
Nor  would  she  try  to  make  herself  graceful  by  practising  awkwardness. 
We  can  never  gain  health  by  contemplating  disease,  any  more  than  we 
can  reach  perfection  by  dwelling  upon  imperfection,  or  harmony  by 
dwelling  upon  discord. 

We  should  keep  a  high  ideal  of  health  and  harmony  constantly  before 
the  mind ;  and  we  should  fight  every  discordant  thought  and  every  enemy 
of  harmony  as  we  would  fight  a  temptation  to  crime.  Never  affirm  or 
repeat  about  your  health  what  you  do  not  wish  to  be  true.  Do  not  dwell 
upon  your  ailments  nor  study  your  symptoms.  Physicians  tell  us  that 
perfect  health  is  impossible  to  the  self-dissector ,  who  is  constantly  thinking 
of  himself,  and  studying  himself,  and  forever  on  the  alert  for  the  least 
symptom  of  disease.  Medical  students  often  get  to  imagining  that  they 
have  the  symptoms  of  the  diseases  they  study. 

Never  allow  yourself  to  be  convinced  that  you  are  not  complete  mas¬ 
ter  of  yourself.  Stoutly  affirm  your  own  superiority  over  bodily  ills,  and 
do  not  acknowledge  yourself  the  slave  of  an  inferior  power.  Constantly 
affirm  the  truth  of  the  principle  of  health  and  vigor,  and  strangle  every 
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suggestion  of  weakness  as  you  would  strangle  an  impulse  to  crime.  God 
never  made  man  in  His  own  image,  and  placed  him  at  the  mercy  of  the 
(<  east  wind,  *  a  draft  of  fresh  air,  or  the  food  he  puts  in  his  stomach. 
The  fact  is  that  the  human  race  is  bound  by  the  slavery  of  its  own  erro¬ 
neous  belief  and  conviction. 

If  you  would  be  well,  strong,  and  vigorous  physically,  never  admit 
that  you  are  weak  or  have  inherited  any  tendency  which  will  injure  you. 
Stoutly  affirm  your  divinity;  that  the  Creator  made  you  to  be  vigorous, 
strong,  healthy,  and  happy;  that  it  is  your  birthright,  and  that  nothing 
can  keep  you  from  the  enjoyment  of  these  things. 

After  a  little  practice  in  controlling  one’s  thoughts,  it  is  just  as  easy 
to  command  health-giving  thoughts  as  it  is  to  have  thoughts  which  are 
laden  with  disease  and  deformity. 

If  a  youth  would  grow  up  strong  and  vigorous,  mentally,  physically, 
and  morally,  he  should  determine  at  the  outset  never  to  admit  anything 
about  himself  or  his  possibilities  which  he  would  not  wish  to  come  true  as 
to  his  health,  his  character,  or  his  career.  He  should  never  allow  him¬ 
self  to  harbor  thoughts  of  weakness,  of  inefficiency,  of  inability  to  do  the 
thing  he  undertakes;  he  should  expel  every  thought  from  his  mind  which 
would  in  any  way  discourage  him,  as  an  enemy  of  his  success,  as  a  thief 
of  his  possibilities. 

The  man  who  is  grounded  in  principle,  who  believes  that  he  is  a  nec¬ 
essary  part  of  the  reality  of  things,  that  he  is  indissolubly  connected  with 
the  great  course  of  events,  will  be  so  well  poised  that  he  cannot  be 
thrown  off  his  center  by  any  emergency  or  misfortune  that  may  befall 
him. 

Dwelling  in  principle,  the  eternal  calm,  he  will  not  be  disturbed  by 
the  tempests  which  wreck  the  ships  that  float  upon  the  ocean’s  surface. 
The  cheerfulness  and  optimism  that  depend  on  environment  are  shams. 
A  man  must  feel  that  he  is  greater  than  his  surroundings;  that  he  is  not 
at  the  mercy  of  accident  or  disease,  but  that  his  real  self  is  a  part  of  the 
eternal  verity;  that  his  birthright  of  harmony  and  happiness  and  success 
cannot  be  wrested  from  him  by  any  untoward  circumstances.  With  that 
realization  comes  an  indescribable  strength. 

This  is  indeed  to  possess  the  prize  which  passeth  all  understanding, 
and  no  man  is  really  successful  or  happy  until  he  feels  himself  a  part  of, 
in  tune  with,  the  Infinite. 

1  hou  must  now  at  last  perceive  of  what  universe  thou  formest  a  part,  and 
of  what  ruler  of  the  universe  thou  art  an  efflux;  and  what  a  term  of  time  is  al¬ 
lotted  to  thee,  which,  if  thou  dost  not  use  for  clearing  away  the  clouds  from  thy 
mind,  it  will  go  and  thou  wilt  go,  and  it  will  not  again  return. 

—  Marcus  Antoninus. 


4667 


TRANSMUTING  KNOWLEDGE  INTO  POWER 

He  that  wants  good  sense  is  unhappy  in  having  much  learning,  for  lie  has 
thereby  only  more  ways  of  exposing  himself  ;  and  he  that  hath  sense  knows  that 
learning  is  not  knowledge,  but  rather  the  art  of  using  it.  —Steele. 

To  be  proud  of  learning  is  the  greatest  ignorance. —  Bishop  Tayi.or. 

Voracious  learning,  often  overfed, 

Digests  not  into  sense  her  motley  meal ; 

This  bookcase,  with  dark  booty  almost  burst, 

This  forager  on  others’  wisdom,  leaves 
Her  native  farm,  her  reason,  quite  untilled. 

—  Young. 

Who  learns  and  learns,  but  acts  not  what  he  knows, 

Is  one  who  plows  and  plows  but  never  sows. 

—  Oriental  Proverb. 

Some  minds  are  so  congested  with  the  fuel  of  mere  information  that  the 
fire  of  aim  and  practical  purpose  never  becomes  kindled  within  them. 

—  Lilian  Whiting. 

Knowledge  is  power.— Bacon. 

Knowledge  is,  indeed,  that  which,  next  to  virtue,  truly  and  essentially  raises 
one  man  above  another.  —  Addison. 

When  you  know  a  thing,  to  hold  that  you  know  it;  and,  when  you  do  not 
know  a  thing,  to  allow  that  you  do  not  know  it,— this  is  knowledge. 

—  Confucius. 

He  knew  what’s  what,  and  that’s  as  high 
As  metaphysic  wit  can  fly. 

—  Butler. 

Knowledge  and  wisdom,  far  from  being  one, 

Have  ofttimes  no  connection.  Knowledge  dwells 
In  heads  replete  with  thoughts  of  other  men, 

Wisdom  in  minds  attentive  to  their  own. 

—  Cowper. 

The  prime  object  of  education  is  power, —  ability  to  cope  better  with 
men  and  things,  to  become  more  efficient  in  the  great  struggle  for 
existence.  True  education  increases  a  student’s  strength  to  grasp, 
to  hold,  to  utilize, —  especially  to  utilize.  Practical  ability  to  meet  issues, 
to  solve  difficult  problems,  is  the  test  of  power.  It  does  not  matter  how 
much  you  know,  how  much  theory  you  have  stored  up  in  your  mind;  if 
you  cannot  marshal  your  knowledge  at  will,  and  concentrate  it  upon  the 
weak  place,  you  are  an  impractical  man  and  will  not  succeed.  You  must 
make  every  bit  of  your  knowledge  practical  or  it  will  not  avail  you  in 
your  success-struggle. 

(<  A  man  is  educated/  says  Minot  J.  Savage,  “who  is  so  trained  in 
his  perceptive  faculties,  in  his  analytical  powers, —  so  trained  in  all  his 
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abilities  of  one  kind  and  another  that,  put  him  down  in  the  midst  of  dif¬ 
ficult  surroundings,  he  will  be  able  to  see  where  he  is,  able  to  understand 
what  the  occasion  calls  for,  and  able  to  master  his  conditions  instead 
of  being  overwhelmed  by  them.  The  man  who  can  master  himself,  and 
master  his  surroundings,  wherever  he  may  be,  only  give  him  a  little 
time, —  he  is  an  educated  man.  The  man  who  is  the  victim  of  his  condi¬ 
tions  and  surroundings,  with  no  practical  ability  or  power,  may  know 
ever  so  much,  but  he  is  not  educated.  Useless  knowledge,  then,  is  not 
education.  Practical,  live,  and  comprehensive  command  of  one’s  abili¬ 
ties,  and  the  full  development  of  one’s  native  resources,  constitute  the 
true  education. ® 

It  is  said  that  a  man  was  being  carried  across  a  lake  somewhere  in 
the  Old  World  by  a  boatman,  and  that  he  was  a  puffed-up  and  conceited 

scholar  and  literary  man.  He  fell  into  conver¬ 
sation  with  the  boatman,  and  asked:  — 

<(  Have  you  ever  studied  philosophy  ?  ® 

«  No. » 

<(  Then  a  quarter  of  your  life  is  lost.  Did 
you  ever  study  science  ?  ® 

«  No. » 

(<  Then  another  quarter  of  it  is  lost.  Do 
you  know  anything  about  art  ?  ® 

«  No. » 

<(  Well,  then,  another  quarter  of  your  life  is  gone.® 
Just  then  a  violent  squall  struck  the  boat, 
and  the  boatman  turned  and  said:  (<Sir,  can 
you  swim  ?  ® 

«  No. ® 

(<  Then  the  whole  of  your  life  is  lost,  for  the  boat  is 
going  to  the  bottom.® 

In  an  address  to  teachers,  Horace  Greeley  once  said:  — 


(<  I  have  known  not  less  than  a  thousand  thoroughly  educated  —  that  is 
expensively  educated  —  men  in  New  York, —  men  who  have  entered  German 
or  English  or  American  colleges  and  have  been  sent  forth  with  diplomas, 
—  who  are  yet  utterly  unable  to  earn  their  own  bread,  and  are  to-day  pa¬ 
cing  the  stony  streets  in  a  vain  search  for  something  to  do.® 

<(  If  y°u  should  take  twelve  prize  medal  men  from  Harvard  Univer¬ 
sity  and  put  them  in  a  sinking  ship,®  said  Edward  Everett  Hale,  «  they 
would  all  drown  through  inability  to  construct  a  raft.® 

A  teacher  of  a  Paris  school,  writing  in  one  of  the  French  educational 
journals,  gives  the  facts  about  his  own  class  by  way  of  comment  on 
the  system  by  which  children  are  crammed  with  ancient  history  from 
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books  and  allowed  to  remain  in  blank  ignorance  of  the  facts  of  contem¬ 
porary  life.  He  says:  (<  I  have  forty-two  pupils,  aged  from  eight  to  eleven 
years.  Twelve  have  never  seen  the  Seine;  five  have  never  seen  the  St. 
Martin’s  Canal;  twenty-five  do  not  know  what  Notre  Dame  is;  twenty- 
eight  have  never  seen  the  Pantheon;  nine  have  never  been  in  the  coun¬ 
try,  and  a  living  ox  is  an  unknown  thing  to  eight;  one  doesn’t  know 
what  a  boat  is,  and  two  have  never  seen  locomotives  or  railway  carriages. 
I  teach  these  children  the  history  of  the  Greek,  Roman,  and  French  civi¬ 
lizations.  ® 

Investigation  of  children  in  the  Boston  public  schools,  a  few  years 
ago,  produced  as  astounding  statistics.  A  young  lady,  educated  in  New 
York  and  studying  art  in  Paris,  did  not  know  whether  hams  are  obtained 
from  cows,  sheep,  or  hogs,  and  was  equally  ignorant  as  to  mutton.  All 
over  our  land,  but  especially  in  our  great  cities,  children’s  heads  have 
been  stuffed  with  book-facts,  to  the  neglect  of  knowledge  of  every-day 
matters.  Happily,  such  methods  are  going  out  of  date  with  increasing 
nature  study,  manual  training,  and  a  realization  of  present-day  needs. 

Never  before  did  the  world  call  so  loudly  for  the  practical,  the  sensi¬ 
ble,  the  useful.  Common  sense  is  the  genius  of  the  age.  In  the  great 
rush,  the  actual  is  piishing  aside  theories  and  theorists.  On  every  hand, 
we  hear  calls  for  men  who  can  do  things,  not  men  who  can  philosophize 
about  them.  The  great  interrogation  point  of  this  century  is:  <(  What 
can  you  do  ?  ®  —  not  <(  What  are  you  ?  ®  (<  What  practical  things  do  you 

know  ? ® — not  <(  Where  were  you  educated  ?® 

Learning  is  not  wisdom,  nor  vital  energy;  nor  is  it  a  substitute  for 
common  sense.  Knowledge  must  be  converted  into  faculty.  Colton 
says:  <(  It  is  better  to  have  wisdom  without  learning,  than  learning  with¬ 
out  wisdom.® 

A  head  filled  with  disconnected  facts,  disjointed  ideas, —  a  head  full 
of  knowledge, —  is  not  necessarily  educated.  A  man  may  be  a  great 
eater  and  yet  not  be  strong,  if  the  system  does  not  digest  and  assimilate 
his  food  and  make  it  into  blood,  bone,  and  sinew.  A  student  may  stuff 
his  brain  with  facts  at  school  and  yet  come  out  almost  as  weak  as  he  en¬ 
tered.  He  may  take  high  rank  and  yet  not  have  half  the  power  of  the 
slow,  stupid  boy  who  takes  the  lowest  rank.  The  memory  is  one  of  the 
lowest  faculties  of  the  brain;  it  is  merely  a  receptacle.  Its  function  is 
to  hold,  not  to  use;  to  retain,  not  to  make  available;  the  latter  office 
belongs  to  the  other  and  higher  powers  of  the  brain. 

A  reservoir  of  water  will  not  quench  a  city’s  thirst,  nor  put  out  fires, 
if  it  is  not  allowed  to  circulate  in  the  mains  and  service-pipes.  Bins 
full  of  wheat  did  not  keep  the  Parisians  from  starving  during  the 
siege,  in  the  Franco-Prussian  War,  so  long  as  greedy  capitalists 
hoarded  it. 
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A  really  educated  man  has  a  peculiar  faculty  of  transforming  knowl¬ 
edge  into  power.  Such  ability  is  the  secret  of  success. 

No  circumstance,  no  college,  can  give  this  peculiar  transforming 
power.  If  a  boy  does  not  take  it  to  the  institution,  he  will  not  carry 
it  away.  If  he  has  brought  a  great  lump  of  putty,  he  will  take  putty 
away.  It  may  be  in  more  elegant  shape,  it  may  be  modified  in  appear¬ 
ance,  but  it  is  putty  still.  If  he  has  brought  a  lump  of  gold,  no  matter 
how  crude  he  may  be,  how  awkward,  dull  of  energy,  and  wholly  uncon¬ 
scious  of  the  prize  he  has  brought,  he  will  take  away  refined  gold. 

Not  long  ago,  a  traveler  found  three  graduates  working  on  a  sheep 
farm  in  Australia.  One  was  from  Oxford,  one  from  Cambridge,  and  the 
other  from  a  German  university, —  college  men  tending  brutes.  Trained 
to  lead  men,  they  were  driving  sheep.  The  owner  of  the  ranch  was  an 
ignorant,  rough,  coarse  sheep-raiser.  The  quotations  of  poetry  and  Latin 
and  Greek  and  the  discussions  of  theories  or  philosophies  of  his  hired 
men  were  <(  all  Greek  ”  to  him.  He  knew  nothing  about  books  or  the¬ 
ories,  but  he  knew  sheep,  and  made  a  fortune  out  of  them,  while  the 
others  could  scarcely  get  a  living.  The  universities  which  had  gradu¬ 
ated  these  men  were  powerless  to  supply  gray  brain  matter,  or  stamina, 
or  push,  or  practical  talent.  All  they  could  do  was  to  work  over  the 
material  which  the  students  brought,  polish  it  a  little,  change  its  form, 
and  make  it  a  little  more  artistic,  possibly,  but  they  were  unable  to 
change  its  quality.  The  student  who  brought  partially  cultivated  brains 
would  carry  away  brains  better  cultivated,  but  that  was  all. 

There  has  been  no  small  amount  of  discussion,  in  recent  times,  about 
how  far  college  education  transmutes  knowledge  into  power. 

Some  one  has  well  said  that  the  mental  capacity  of  a  college  graduate 
is  like  the  power  of  steam  or  electricity,  which  is  not  applicable  to  run¬ 
ning  one  kind  of  engine  merely,  but  any  mechanical  appliance.  (<  The 
untrained  man  makes  one  think  of  Niagara  going  to  waste,  or  only  half 
utilized;  or  of  a  team  of  horses  laboring  through  mud  and  mire  when 
they  might  haul  tons  on  a  smooth  road.” 

Harvey  E.  Fiske,  the  banker,  in  an  article  in  <(  The  Outlook,”  on 
w  The  Value  of  a  College  Education  to  a  Business  Man,”  says:  — 

«  I  am  a  great  believer  in  laying  deep,  broad,  substantial  foundations  for 
all  undertakings  in  life.  ...  If  a  boy  intends  to  become  something 
more  than  an  under-clerk  or  a  small  tradesman,  he  will  need  the  best  pre¬ 
liminary  education  that  his  parents  can  afford  to  give  him. 

w  In  the  early  stages  of  his  career  in  business,  a  young  man  will  not 
appreciate  what  he  has  missed  by  not  going  to  college.  Assuming  that  he 
entered  an  office  or  a  store  at  seventeen,  and  that  his  friend  entered  col¬ 
lege  at  the  same  age,  he  will  feel  at  twenty-one  greatly  the  superior  of  his 
friend  in  business  ability.  But  five  or  ten  years  later,  the  one  who  had 
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th6  college  training  will  probably  be  found  to  be  working  more  easily, 
with  greater  confidence,  and  with  exactly  as  much  success  as  the  friend 
who  had  four  years  the  start, —  if  not  greater.  A  college  education  will 
strengthen  all  your  faculties,  and,  rightly  used,  will  be  a  blessing  all  through 
life.” 

(<  A  college  course,”  says  a  vigorous  writer,  (<  is  called  an  <  education  > 
through  courtesy,  I  suppose.  A  college  course  is  not  an  education  —  it 
is  only  the  beginning  of  an  education.  It  is  the  foundation,  and  it  should 
be  a  good  one;  but  it  is  for  the  student  to  build  the  superstructure  dur¬ 
ing  the  rest  of  his  life  and  by  his  own  efforts.  It  is  a  fact  which  the  stu¬ 
dent  cannot  too  soon  learn,  that  college  training  does  not  and  cannot 
teach  much  more  than  the  rudiments  of  a  science  or  an  art.  Instead  of 
educating  a  man,  a  college  course  merely  prepares  him  to  study  intelli¬ 
gently.  A  diploma  does  not  stand  for  a  great  deal  of  learning,  after  all, 
it  is  only  a  certificate  that  the  owner  has  taken  the  stipulated  course 
of  study  in  the  college  which  gave  it.” 

The  college  is  primarily  a  discipline,  a  mental  gymnasium.  It  tests 
one’s  powers.  It  teaches  one  to  think.  Other  things  being  equal,  the 
college  man  will  outmatch,  as  a  business  man,  one  of  less  mental  train- 
ing. 

M  The  Anglo-Saxon,”  says  a  great  capitalist,  (<  has  easily  outstripped  all 
his  competitors  in  those  things  which  make  for  the  commercial  growth 
and  success  of  nations,  because  he  has  been,  above  all  others,  practical. 
While  the  preparation  for  professional  life  requires  advanced  knowledge, 
it  seems  to  me  that  the  vast  majority  of  our  young  people  spend  too  many 
of  their  vigorous  years  inside  the  schoolroom,  and  not  enough  in  the 
practical  work  of  life.  The  years  from  fifteen  to  twenty-one  are  espe¬ 
cially  valuable,  for  they  are  years  of  keen  observation,  individuality, 
and  confidence.  In  many  cases, —  quite  too  many, —  they  are  spent  in 
cramming  the  mind  with  knowledge  that  is  not  likely  to  help  a  young 
man  in  the  work  he  is  best  fitted  to  do.” 

The  average  freshman  in  college  is,  in  four  cases  out  of  five,  finan¬ 
cially  dependent  on  his  parents  or  a  guardian;  and  he  is  financially 
irresponsible.  His  college  course  does  not  mend  matters.  After  he  is 
graduated,  he  enters  upon  professional  studies;  but,  if  he  goes  into 
business,  he  usually  has  much  nonsense  in  his  head  that  has  to  be 
knocked  out  of  it  before  he  will  succeed,  and  he  seems  at  first  to  fail. 
Yet,  probably,  he  would  not  succeed  finally  if  he  had  not  gone  to 
college.  His  temporary  failure  is  not  due  to  his  college  training. 

(<  Through  some  peculiarity  of  temperament,  or  some  lack  of  positive 
qualities  of  character,  or  some  want  of  adaptability  to  his  environment, 
or  some  lack  of  tact  in  handling  men,  he  has  not  come  into  working  rela¬ 
tions  with  mankind.” 
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A  large  percentage  of  our  college  graduates  have  an  idea  that  all  they 
have  to  do  is  to  call  anywhere  with  their  diplomas  in  their  hands  and  se¬ 
cure  what  they  desire.  They  look  upon  their  diplomas  as  insurance  pol¬ 
icies  against  failure.  Let  me  say,  with  all  the  emphasis  of  knowledge 
bought  by  experience,  that  the  first  year  out  of  college  is  the  hardest, 
and  for  many  the  crucial,  year  of  life.  They  have  no  knowledge  in  de¬ 
tail  of  business,  and  very  little  salary  will  be  given  them  while  they  are 
acquiring  this  knowledge ;  it  will  be  only  after  several  years  of  hard, 
conscientious  work  that  they  will  be  fitted  to  fill  responsible  positions. 
A  decision  must  be  made  as  to  what  calling  is  to  be  followed,  and  then 
steadfast  purpose  and  untiring  energy  must  be  displayed  in  gaining  the 
skill  necessary  to  success.  It  may  be  hard  for  the  man  of  liberal  ideas, 
broad  views,  and  cultured  intellect  to  be  tied  down  to  the  routine  duties 
of  an  entry  clerk,  messenger  boy,  or  some  other  subordinate  position, 
but  he  cannot  escape..  If  his  ambition  is  to  be  a  banker,  he  must 
bee-in  at  the  foot  of  the  ladder. 

Does  he  desire  to  be  a  journalist  ?  He  cannot  com¬ 
mence  as  an  editor,  even  if  he  has  held  that  dignified 
position  on  a  college  paper.  Does  he  fancy  the  life  of 
a  merchant  ?  He  cannot  start  as  the  manager  of  the 
china  department  of  a  large  store.  He  must  start  just 
about  where  he  would  be  obliged  to  start  if  he  had  no 
college  education.  Let  him  know  at  once  what  he  must 
learn,  sooner  or  later, —  that  the  college  man,  like  any 
one  else,  must  become  master  of  his  calling  before 
he  can  command  a  good  position  and  a  large  sal- 
*  ar-V-  ^  he  is  satisfied  to  begin  low,  and  learn 
thoroughly  all  the  details  of  the  business  he  desires  to 
follow,  the  college  man,  because  of  his  superior  education, 
will  make  more  rapid  progress  and  get  larger  enjoyment  out  of  life. 

(<  If  the  sole  object  of  life  is  to  acquire  wealth, w  says  James  B.  Angell, 

(<  then  no  doubt  many  young  men  can  attain  that  end  as  well  without 
seeking  the  higher  education.  But  if  the  young  are  to  ask  how  they  can 
best  develop  their  manhood  and  how  they  can  be  most  useful  to  society, 
and  if  society  is  to  ask  what  type  of  men  can  be  most  helpful  to  mankind, 
then  there  is  no  ground  for  fear  that  the  number  of  students  in  the 
higher  institutions  of  learning  will  decline,  or  that  the  general  and  final 
verdict  will  be  that  the  proportion  of  them  to  our  entire  population  is 
too  great,  or  is  in  danger  of  becoming  too  great. M 

I  advise  every  youth  to  get  a  college  education,  whenever  it  is  possi¬ 
ble.  The  chances  are  that,  if  he  makes  proper  use  of  the  advantages  it 
confers,  he  will  be  a  happier,  larger,  and  more  useful  member  of  society 
than  he  otherwise  would  be. 
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On  the  other  hand,  there  is  no  doubt,  from  a  practical  standpoint, 
that  there  are  some  drawbacks  to  a  college  course.  The  methods  adopted 
do  not  seem  to  develop  practical  ability,  and  do  not  always  evolve  the 
order  of  mind  best  calculated  to  win  success.  The  theoretical,  the  spec¬ 
ulative  faculties,  those  which  weigh  and  measure,  and  ponder  and  con¬ 
sider,  and  turn  over  and  consider  again,  are  often  over-developed ;  while 
executive  ability,  which  brings  things  to  an  issue  quickly,  which  decides 
promptly  and  acts  vigorously,  is  frequently  undeveloped  in  the  college 
man. 

His  training  has  not  demanded  of  him  prompt  action,  instantane¬ 
ous  decisions;  he  has  had  time  to  weigh  and  balance  and  consider,  and 
perhaps  to  leave  things  undecided.  But,  when  he  gets  into  the  work  of 
every-day  life,  he  finds  constantly  confronting  him  conditions  which  re¬ 
quire  immediate  decision  and  prompt  action;  he  cannot  wait  until  next 
week  or  next  month,  for  they  must  be  settled  to-day.  Here  is  where 
the  graduate  is  often  placed  at  a  disadvantage,  until  he  has  been  out  of 
college  long  enough  to  gain  practical  knowledge. 

The  great  universities  of  England  have  been  proverbially  slow  to 
make  changes,  and  to  adapt  their  educational  courses  to  the  needs  of  the 
modern  world. 

Canon  Farrar,  the  distinguished  author  and  philologist,  a  master  of 
Harrow,  for  thirteen  years  a  successful  teacher,  says:  (( I  must  avow  my 
distinct  conviction  that  our  present  system  of  exclusively  classical  edu¬ 
cation,  as  a  whole,  and  carried  on  as  we  do  carry  it  on,  is  a  deplorable 
failure.  I  say  it,  knowing  that  the  words  are  strong,  but  not  without 
having  considered  them  well.  I  say  it  because  that  system  has  been 
‘weighed  in  the  balance  and  found  wanting, )  It  is  no  epigram,  but  a 
simple  fact,  to  say  that  classical  education  neglects  all  of  the  powers  of 
some  minds  and  some  of  the  powers  of  all  minds.  ” 

Our  American  colleges  have  modified  the  higher  education  not  a  little 
in  the  interest  of  the  practical  demands  of  the  hour.  Competition  has 
compelled  them  to  do  this.  The  industrial  and  the  commercial  world 
are  now  better  served  by  the  colleges.  An  increasing  number  of  college 
men,  relatively,  are  entering  business  instead  of  professional  life.  At 
Yale  there  are  twent)7'-five  men  to  the  hundred  more  to  engage  in  busi¬ 
ness  than  some  years  ago.  About  one-third  of  the  graduates  become 
merchants,  or  they  become  industrial  leaders.  The  scholar  or  profes¬ 
sional  man  is  no  longer  the  typical  college  man;  he  is  jostled  by  the 
man  of  affairs. 

Hard-headed,  practical  young  men  are  often  greatly  benefited  by 
college  discipline,  and  they  become  most  efficient  factors  in  civic  life. 
(<  There  is,”  says  Seth  Low,  ”  a  natural  tendency  in  college-bred  men  to 
feel  that  the  learning  which  comes  from  books  is  an  essential  element  in 
8—293 


4674 


TRANSMUTING  KNOWLEDGE  INTO  POWER 


a  complete  equipment,  but  the  experience  of  mankind  shows  that  many 
other  qualities  are  no  less  essential.  The  hard  common  sense,  the  prac¬ 
tical  wisdom  of  the  men  who  make  their  way  in  the  world  without  many 
advantages  of  education,  are  no  less  desirable  elements  in  the  govern¬ 
ment  of  the  commonwealth.” 

The  same  thing  is  true  of  business  affairs.  The  value  of  that  good 
sense  is  multiplied,  however,  if  a  well-trained  mind  be  joined  to  it. 
Men  of  what  John  Locke  calls  (<  roundabout  common  sense,”  when 
thoroughly  educated,  not  only  make  the  most  efficient  all-round  citizens, 
but  also  the  most  successful  industrial  and  commercial  leaders. 

Never  before  was  the  call  for  trained  men  so  loud  as  now.  They 
are  in  demand  everywhere.  Not  only  in  the  professions,  but  also  in 
business  houses,  manufacturing  establishments,  and 
even  on  the  farm,  they  are  in  great  demand.  The 
farmer  who  understands  chemistry,  who  is  able  to  ana¬ 
lyze  the  forces  of  nature,  to  mix  brains  with  the  soil, 
will  be  the  great  farmer  of  the  future.  There  is  an 
increased  demand  everywhere  for  college-educated 
men.  We  find  them  occupying  the  best  positions 
in  our  insurance,  banking,  manufacturing,  and 
transportation  institutions.  Never  before  was  the 
call  for  liberally  educated  men  and  women  so  great 
as  it  is  to-day,  and  the  market  for  brains  and  edu¬ 
cation  is  constantly  widening.  A  manager  of  a  large 
manufacturing  institution  says  that  his  firm  will  not 
accept  any  but  college  men,  or,  at  least,  men  trained 
in  polytechnic  schools,  if  it  can  possibly  avoid  it.  He 
ays  that  their  ultimate  success  is  much  greater  than 
that  of  men  not  educated  at  college,  and  that  they  are  able  to 
adapt  themselves  to  all  surroundings,  and  to  meet  new  conditions  better 
than  men  with  a  limited  education. 

As  a  rule,  great  corporations  seek  college  men,  because,  other  things 
equal,  they  will  ultimately  make  better  heads,  better  leaders;  and  this, 
notwithstanding  the  fact  of  the  general  impression  that  college  men  are 
not  practical.  The  heads  of  such  institutions  know  very  well  that,  if  a 
man  is  made  of  the  right  kind  of  material,  a  college  education,  although 
it  may  temporarily  prevent  the  development  of  the  practical  faculties, 
enables  a  man  to  analyze  well,  and  to  grasp  conditions  very  quickly. 
The  greatest  drawback  to  the  young  graduate  is  that  he  is  too  full  of 
theories,  too  near  his  diploma  to  be  of  very  great  value;  but,  after  the 
dream  of  his  future  greatness  has  faded  a  little,  and  he  settles  down  to 
business,  he  will  adapt  himself  very  speedily;  and  when  he  once  masters 
the  details  of  a  business,  he  will  make  rapid  strides  toward  the  top.  He 
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has  learned  in  college  how  to  think,  how  to  marshal  his  mental  forces; 
and,  when  he  has  learned  the  different  phases  of  his  business,  and  how  to 
apply  his  knowledge,  he  will  be  a  stronger  man  than  he  would  have  been 
without  the  higher  education. 

(<  Education, w  says  Charles  F.  Thwing,  « is  a  great  time-saver  in  a 
career.  It  represents  the  going  back  a  few  steps  of  the  one  who  is  to 
make  a  leap ;  it  gives  a  spring,  a  buoyancy,  and  a  swiftness  and  effective¬ 
ness.  The  four  years  which  a  boy  spends  in  college  help  him  to  get  into 
the  great  places  in  his  chosen  calling  earlier,  and  probably  to  continue  in 
them  longer.  I  chance  to  know  that  one  of  the  greatest  retail  houses  in 
one  of  the  greatest  cities  —  the  identity  of  which  I  cannot  of  course,  re¬ 
veal —  has  recently  drawn  up  articles  of  partnership  to  cover  the  next 
fifty  years.  Among  the  articles  of  the  compact  is  that  every  son  of  these 
partners  shall  serve  an  apprenticeship  of  five  years;  but,  it  is  added,  every 
son  who  has  had  a  college  education  may  have  this  period  of  five  years 
reduced  to  three.  This  instance  possibly  receives  additional  force  from 
the  fact  that  this  house  is  composed  of  members  of  that  race  which,  on 
the  whole,  furnishes  the  best  merchants  in  the  world, —  the  Jewish;  a 
race  that  has  not  been  especially  distinguished  —  despite  many  conspic¬ 
uous  exceptions  —  for  its  partiality  toward  the  higher  education.  One 
of  the  great  hardware  firms  of  Cleveland  is  accustomed  to  say  that, 
when  a  college  graduate  has  been  in  its  employ  a  fortnight,  he  is  of  as 
much  value  as  a  high-school  graduate  who  has  been  in  its  employ  four 
years;  and,  of  course,  after  the  fortnight,  his  value  increases  in  a  geo¬ 
metrical  ratio.  This  remark  of  the  Cleveland  firm  seems  to  me  too 
strong,  but  I  venture  to  give  it  as  evidence  of  the  claim  that  a  college 
education  is  a  good  investment  of  time. 

(<  About  one-third  of  the  graduates  of  many  colleges  are  now  entering 
business,  and  at  least  a  part  of  the  return  of  the  investment  made  in  col¬ 
lege  education,  by  those  who  enter  business,  should  be  made  in  money. 
Illustrations  abound  to  prove  that  the  financial  returns  received  by  col¬ 
lege  graduates,  from  their  investment  in  college  education,  are  very 
remunerative*.  The  graduate  begins  his  business  career  at  the  bottom, 
and  receives  the  wages  which  the  lowest  subaltern  does  and  must  receive ; 
but  he  rises  rapidly  from  the  bottom,  and,  the  higher  he  rises,  the  more 
rapid  is  his  progress.  Only  last  night,  a  great  manufacturer  said  to  me, 

(  I  am  looking  for  a  man  to  come  into  my  office,  to  whom  I  can  pay  more 
than  $10,000  a  year ; y  and,  shaking  his  head,  he  added,  ( I  can’t  find  him. ) 
The  place  to  look  for  men  who  are  capable  of  earning  $10,000  or  $50,000 
a  year  is  the  list  of  the  graduates  of  the  American  colleges  of  the  last  ten 
or  twenty  years.  The  Pennsylvania  Railroad  is  taking  many  college  men 
into  the  various  departments  of  its  service.  The  pecuniary  rewards 
which  these  men  will  receive,  in  the  next  forty  years,  will  represent  a 
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very  high  rate  of  compound  interest  upon  the  sum  invested  in  an  edu¬ 
cation.  ® 

«  It  is  true, ®  says  J.  G.  Schurman,  “that  there  is  an  increasing  and, 
just  now,  an  unusual  demand  for  college-bred  men  in  all  walks  of  life. 
As  to  engineers, —  fifteen  years  ago  the  manufacturers  of  machinery  had 
to  be  coaxed  to  take  those  pioneers,  the  Cornell  men,  into  their  shops 
and  give  them  a  chance.  But  where  one  went,  many  followed.  In  the 
class  of  1900,  every  student  in  this  branch  was  eagerly  bid  for  two  or 
three  times  over.  One  great  electrical  firm  alone  asked  to  be  given  the 
entire  class.  There  is  observable,  too,  a  gradual  increase  in  the  call  for 
college-bred  teachers  in  the  public  schools,  and  this  demand  will  grow  by 
what  it  feeds  upon. 

“  All  this  is  but  the  sign  and  symbol  of  an  increasing  complexity  and 
organization  in  our  civilization.  Rough-and-ready  methods  are  going 
out,  and  the  untrained  handy-man  with  them.  In  all  directions,  as  ex¬ 
panding  American  manufacturers  and  commerce  come  into  competition 
with  those  of  Europe,  it  is  daily  more  obvious  that  the  higher  skill  and 
intelligence,  making  the  closest  use  of  its  resources,  will  win.-  Nowa¬ 
days,  to  do  the  work  of  the  world  as  the  world  will  have  it  done,  and  will 
pay  for  having  it  done,  requires  that  a  man  be  trained  to  the  exactitude 
of  scientific  methods,  and  that  he  be  given  the  wide  mental  outlook  and 
the  special  training  which  he  can  acquire  in  the  university,  and  nowhere 
else. ® 

“  At  this  university,®  says  James  B.  Angell,  of  Michigan  Univer¬ 
sity,  <(  we  have  not  for  some  time  been  able,  even  with  our  very  large 
chemical  laboratory,  to  meet  the  calls  upon  us  for  well-trained  chem¬ 
ists.  * 

“  There  is  a  dearth  of  thoroughly  trained  men  in  all  professions,® 
says  David  Starr  Jordan,  of  Leland  Stanford  University,  «  The  more 
exacting  the  conditions,  the  greater  the  need.  The  thoroughly  trained 
man,  nowadays,  must  be  a  college  man.® 

“There  is,  at  present,®  says  President  Arthur  T.  Hadley,  of  Yale 
University,  « an  unusual  call  for  college-bred  men  in  the  various  trades 
and  professions, —  a  demand  so  great  that  we  are  hardly  able  to  meet  it. 
This  is  a  thing  which  always  happens  in  years  of  commercial  expansion. 
If  we  compare  the  times  of  prosperity  with  those  of  depression,  we  find 
that  the  variation  in  the  value  of  invested  capital  is  greater  than  the 
variation  in  the  value  of  current  product.  A  college-bred  man  has  in 
vested  anywhere  from  two  thousand  to  ten  thousand  dollars  in  himself. 
The  \  alue  of  that  in\estment  follows  nearly  the  same  laws  as  the  value 
of  a  steamboat  or  a  furnace.  W  hen  there  is  an  exceptional  demand  for 
service,  he  is  the  one  who  feels  its  benefits  most  fully.  When  there  is 
no  special  demand,  and  when  everybody  is  striving  simply  to  pay  cur- 
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rent  expenses,  he  finds  it  impossible  to  make  interest  on  the  investment, 
unless  possessed  of  special  qualifications  as  a  man. 

<(  I  think  the  increase  of  college-bred  men  in  business  and  politics  will 
go  hand  in  hand  with  an  increase  in  the  standard  of  public  service  and 
public  life.  I  suspect  that  it  should  be  regarded  as  a  result  of  political 
improvement,  rather  than  as  its  cause.  The  existence  of  new  administra¬ 
tive  problems  at  home  and  abroad  is  likely  to  increase  the  need  for  men 
of  broad  views  and  thorough  training.  This  must  have  its  effect  on  the 
education  of  our  public  officials  in  the  next  generation. ” 

(<  After  ten  years’  experience  in  the  business  world, ®  says  James  H. 
Canfield,  ex-president  of  Nebraska  and  Ohio  universities,  <(  the  college 
graduate  will  easily  lead  the  uneducated  business  man,  all  things  consid¬ 
ered;  but  he  will  have  an  avocation  as  well  as  a  vocation;  and,  while  he 
will  be  successful,  he  will  work  to  live,  and  not  live  to  work. 

(<  Some  of  the  most  successful  business  men  I  have  ever  known  have 
told  me  that  they  preferred  college-bred  men  because  they  were  able  to 
concentrate  their  attention  upon  a  given  subject;  they  were  generally 
men  of  higher  character,  and  of  higher  aims  and  ambitions,  than  the  un¬ 
trained  men,  and  all  this  tended  to  loyalty,  faithfulness,  and  general  suc¬ 
cess.  The  fact  that  the  railway  corporations  —  of  the  West,  at  least  — 
and  great  manufacturing  companies  are  using  more  and  more  college 
men  is  exceedingly  significant. 

<(  A  modern,  well-equipped,  up-to-date  college  or  university,  with  its 
faculty  all  alive  and  alert  and  in  touch  with  the  great  world  about  them, 
gives  young  men  the  best,  the  surest,  the  swiftest,  and  the  most  complete 
preparation  for  any  form  of  activity  to  which  they  may  desire  to  devote 
themselves  in  later  life.” 

Simple  as  it  seems,  it  was  a  great  discovery  that  the  key  of  knowledge 
can  turn  both  ways ;  that  it  can  lock,  as  well  as  open,  the  door  of  power  to  the  many. 

—  Lowf.ll. 

Whosoever  acquires  knowledge,  and  does  not  practise  it,  resembles  him 
who  plows  but  does  not  sow.  Saadi. 
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THE  VALUE  OF  BEAUTY 


Beauty  is  the  index  of  a  larger  fact  than  wisdom.  —  O.  W.  Holmes. 

Beauty  may  be  said  to  be  God’s  trademark  in  creation. 

—  H.  W.  Beecher. 

Loveliest  of  lovely  things  are  they 
On  earth  that  soonest  pass  away: 

The  rose  that  lives  its  little  hour 
Is  prized  beyond  the  sculptured  flower. 

—  W.  C.  Bryant. 

There’s  beauty  all  around  our  paths,  if  but  our  watchful  eyes 
Can  trace  it  midst  familiar  things,  and  through  their  lowly  guise. 

—  Mrs.  Hemans. 

Let  men  be  taught  to  look  for  beauty  in  all  they  see,  and  to  embody  beauty 
in  all  they  do,  and  the  imagination  will  then  be  both  active  and  healthy.  Life  will 
be  neither  drudgery  nor  a  dream,  but  will  become  full  of  God’s  life  and  love. 

—  James  Freeman  Clarke. 

<(True  beauty  rests  on  pure  living  and  high  thinking;  on  blood,  bearing,  and 
brains.  Beauty  means  harmony,  balance  ;  the  kindly  fire  of  sensibility  as  well  as 
bodily  attractiveness.  A  great  deal  of  beauty  at  low  cost  can  be  obtained  through 
the  plentiful  use  of  rain-water,  sunlight,  and  open-air  exercise,  the  last  in  modera¬ 
tion,  if  beauty  is  the  aim.0 

There  is  but  a  very  minute  portion  of  the  creation  which  we  can  turn  into 
food  and  clothes  or  gratification  for  the  body ;  but  the  whole  creation  may  be  used 
to  minister  to  the  sense  of  beauty.  Beauty  is  an  all-pervading  presence. 

—  W.  E.  Channing. 

There  never  was  a  saying  with  less  truth  in  it  than  that (<  beauty  is  only 
skin-deep.”  Both  beauty  and  ugliness  are  heart-deep.  Probably 
the  person  that  invented  that  false  but  oft-quoted  proverb  had  in 
mind  that  kind  of  handsomeness  which  is  seen  in  French  dolls,  painted 
vases,  or  ornamented  china  ware;  something  which  is  all  on  the  outside, 
and  which  a  careless  touch  may  deface  or  utterly  destroy.  . 

“That  girl  is  handsome, ”  said  one  man  to  another,  as  two  young 
women  entered  an  opera  box  and  seated  themselves  opposite  the  box  of 
the  men.  “  Yes,  but  her  sister  is  beautiful,”  was  the  reply. 

It  was  easy  to  see  the  difference.  The  handsome  girl’s  features  were 
perfect,  her  coloring  fine,  her  eyes  bright,  her  hair  like  burnished  gold. 
Her  manner  was  haughty,  languid,  and  supercilious,  by  turns.  Her 
every  expression  declared  that  she  looked  upon  mankind  from  a  self- 
raised  height,  and  considered  men,  for  the  most  part,  bores.  The  sis¬ 
ter’s  features  were  far  from  perfect,  her  color  of  the  intermittent  order, 
her  hair  a  not  unusual  shade  of  brown.  Her  eyes  were  rendered  hand¬ 
some  only  by  their  expression  of  interest,  tenderness,  pity,  approval,  or 
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humor,  as  she  watched  the  development  of  the  drama,  and  looked,  not  at 
her  sister,  but  at  such  of  her  understanding  friends  as  were  in  the  house, 
for  sympathy  in  her  emotions.  Between  the  acts  a  great  many  people 
sought  the  box  of  the  two  young  women.  Those  people  bowed  in  the 
most  approved  society  way  to  the  handsome  ”  girl,  or  shook  hands 
in  a  languid  you-see-I-quite-understand-the-proper-kind-of-thing 
sort  of  way,  hoped  she  was  enjoying  the  opera,  and  was  sure 
she  was  well,  as  she  was  looking  so  charming;  and  then  hav¬ 
ing  done  their  duty,  they  sat  down  beside  the  w  beautiful  * 
sister,  or  sat  at  her  feet,  and,  forgetting  to  let  go  her  hands, 
became  enthusiastic  over  scenes  they  had  just  witnessed 
which  had  caused  them  to  sigh,  to  cry,  or  to  laugh ;  or  whis¬ 
pered  about  some  private  affair  of  which  (<  no  one 
else  had  been  told  a  word,”  or  begged  for  a  visit 
from  her,  or  at  least  a  letter,  since  her  presence, 
or  anything  from  her,  “did  them  so  much  good.” 

In  many  homes  the  next  day  the  handsome  sister 
was  forgotten,  or  referred  to  as  “  a  regular  block 
of  ice,”  or  “  that  arrogant  thing,”  while  the  name 
of  the  beautiful  one  was  coupled  with  such  adjectives 
as  <(  warm-hearted,”  “whole-souled,”  “  sympathetic,” 

“lovely,”  and  so  forth.  The  one  girl  had  handsomeness,  and,  certainly, 
it  was  “  only  skin-deep  ” ;  the  other  had  beauty,  which  was  soul-deep. 

The  Greeks  considered  beauty  a  sign  of  the  divine  favor  of  the 
gods,  and  so  real  beauty  is, —  or,  rather,  it  is  a  sign  of  the  divine  favor 
of  God,  for  it  means  a  good  heart  and  a  pure,  purposeful  life. 

“  Recognizing  the  hand  of  God  in  every  upward  movement,”  says 
Dr.  Newell  Dwight  Hillis,  “  we  explain  this  new  enthusiasm  for  art 
upon  the  principle  that  beauty  is  the  outer  sign  of  an  inner  perfection. 
Oft  with  lying  skill  men  veneer  the  plaster  pillar  with  slabs  of  marble, 
and  hide  soft  wood  with  strips  of  mahogany.  But  real  beauty  is  no 
outer  veneer.  When  ripeness  enters  the  fruit  within,  a  soft  bloom 
steals  over  the  peach  without.  When  every  drop  of  blood  in  the  veins 
is  pure,  a  beauteous  flush  overcasts  the  young  girl’s  cheek.  When 
summer  hath  lent  ripeness  to  the  harvests,  God  casts  a  golden  hue 
over  the  sheaf  and  lends  a  crimson  flush  to  the  leaves.  Beauty  is 
ripeness,  maturity,  and  strength.  Therefore,  when  the  seer  says,  (  God 
maketh  everything  beautiful  in  its  time,'  he  indicates  that  God’s  handi¬ 
work  is  perfect  work.  When  some  Wordsworth  or  Emerson  leaves 
behind  men’s  clumsy  creations  and  enters  the  field  where  God’s  workman¬ 
ship  abounds,  the  poet  finds  the  ground  (  spotted  with  fire  and  gold  in 
tints  of  flowers he  finds  the  trees  hung  with  festooned  vines;  finds  the 
forests  uniting  their  branches  in  cathedral  arches;  finds  the  winds 
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making  music  down  the  long,  leafy  aisles;  finds  the  birds  pouting 
forth  notes  in  choiring  anthems,  while  the  very  clouds  rise  like  golden 
incense  toward  an  unseen  throne.  Though  the  traveler  journey 
far,  he  shall  find  no  bud,  no  bough,  no  landscape,  or  mountain 
or  ocean,  that  is  not  overspread  with  bloom  and  beauty. 

«  We  are  not  surprised,  therefore,  when  we  see  that,  as 
man’s  arts  and  industries  go  toward  perfection,  they  go 
toward  beauty.  Carry  the  coarse  flax  up  toward  beauty, 
and  it  becomes  strong  cloth.  Carry  the  cocoon  of  a  worm 
up  to  beauty,  and  it  becomes  a  soft,  silken  robe.  Carry 
rude  Attic  speech  up  to  beauty,  and  it  becomes  the  lan¬ 
guage  of  Homer  or  Hesiod.  Carry  the  strange  face  or 
form  tattooed  upon  the  arm  of  the  savage  up  to  beauty, 
and  it  becomes  a  Madonna  or  a  Transfiguration.  Carry  a 
stone  altar  and  a  smoking  sacrifice  up  to  beauty,  and  it  be¬ 
comes  a  Cologne  Cathedral  or  a  Westminster  Abbey.  Indeed, 
historians  might  use  the  beautiful  as  the  touchstone  of  human 
progress.  The  old  milestones  of  growth  were  metals.  First 
came  the  age  when  arrows  were  tipped  with  flint.  Then  came  the  iron 
age,  when  the  spear  had  a  metal  point.  The  bronze  age  followed,  lending 
flexibility  to  ore  hitherto  unyielding.  Later  came  the  steel  age,  when 
weapons  that  bruised  gave  place  to  the  keen  edge  that  cuts.  Perhaps 
the  divinity  that  represents  our  era  will  stand  forth  plated  with  oxide 
of  silver.  To-day  this  world-wide  -interest  in  art  is  becoming  spirit¬ 
ualized.  From  beautiful  objects  men  are  passing  to  beautiful  thoughts 
and  deeds.  We  begin  to  hear  much  of  the  art  of  right  living  and  the 
science  of  character  building.  Having  lent  charm  and  value  to  column 
and  canvas,  to  marble  and  masterpiece,  beauty  now  moves  on  to  lend 
loveliness  to  heart  and  mind.  It  seems  an  incongruous  thing  for  man 
to  adorn  his  cottage,  to  lend  charm  to  its  walls  and  windows,  to  make 
its  ceilings  to  be  like  the  floor  of  heaven  for  beauty,  while  within  his 
heart  he  cherishes  groveling  littleness,  slimy  sin,  light- winged  evasions, 
brutal  passions.  He  whose  body  rides  in  a  palace  car  must  not  carry 
a  soul  that  is  like  unto  a  savage.” 

The  person  whose  body  dares  a  ride  in  a  palace  car,”  while  his  soul  is 
(<  the  soul  of  a  savage,”  may  be  handsome;  until  his  beauty  is  indeed 
spiritualized  and  has  become  something  that  has  germinated  and  ripened 
from  within,  he  cannot  be  beautiful.  A  certain  woman  was  accustomed 
to  cause  merriment  among  her  acquaintances  by  a  habit  which  she  had 
of  saying,  as  she  gazed  fixedly  at  her  husband,  «  Isn’t  he  a  beauty  ! » 
The  husband  appeared  at  first  glance,  to  most  strangers,  the  (<  ugliest 
man  they  had  ever  seen  ”  ;  but,  when  one  came  to  know  him  well,  to 
realize  what  a  big  heart,  what  kindly  feeling,  what  quick  and  readily 
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expressed  sympathy,  what  hearty  helpfulness,  were  his,  one  recognized 
the  beauty  of  the  soul  shining  through  the  eyes,  the  expression  of  the 
great  heart  in  the  seamed  and  rugged  features,  and  laughed  no  more  at 
the  wife’s  expression  of  admiration. 

®  He  was  the  most  beautiful  and  the  homeliest  man  I  ever  saw, ”  some 
one  said  of  Lincoln. 

Another  fallacy  concerning  beauty  is  that  only  youth  has  or  can  have 
it.  This  is  as  absurd  as  it  would  be  to  declare  that  only  the  bud  has  the 
beauty  of  the  rose,  only  the  floss  the  loveliness  of  the  corn,  only  the 
blossom  the  glory  of  the  tree  or  the  vine.  What  thinking  person  will  de¬ 
cide  that  the  sign  and  forerunner  of  the  flower,  the  symbol  and  herald  of 
the  fruit,  is  lovelier  than  the  flower  or  the  fruit  itself  ?  The  one  is  a 
promise  of  perfection, —  a  rich  and  lovely  promise,  but  a  promise,  never¬ 
theless, —  the  other  is  perfection  itself.  As  sometimes  the  bud  is  less 
beautiful  than  the  flower,  the  floss  than  the  corn,  so  sometimes  is  the 
flower  less  beautiful  than  the  bud,  the  corn  than  the  floss.  In  like  man¬ 
ner,  some  persons  in  youth  are  less  beautiful  than  they  are  in  mature  life, 
and  some  are  less  beautiful  in  mature  life  than  in  youth.  But  the  fact 
not  to  be  lost  sight  of  is  that  one  may  so  live  and  love  and  think  in 
youth  that  manhood  or  womanhood  will  unfold  itself  as  the  bud  opens 
into  the  flower,  the  blossom  merges  into  the  fruit,  growing  with  each 
day  of  unfoldment  nearer  perfection,  more  manifestly  desirable  and 
beautiful. 

(<  My  socially  ambitious  friend,”  says  Mrs.  James  L.  Hill,  (<  I  want  to 
draw  your  attention  to  the  fact  that  many  girls  who  seemed  in  youth 
comparatively  ill-favored  are  now,  as  women,  making  the  world  a 
better  place  to  live  in;  and  that  a  great  number  who  were  then  wall¬ 
flowers  are  now  the  happiest  of  wives  and  the  brightest  of  the  world’s 
ornaments. 

<(  I  can  go  so  far  as  to  say  to  a  girl  who  is  even  homely:  Never  mind, 
my  dear;  you  have  a  chance  to  be  fine  looking,  even  yet.  You  are  not 
responsible  now  for  your  lack  of  beauty,  but  you  will  be  later.”  Acquir¬ 
ing  beauty  is  a  slow  and  long  process.  And  here  is  a  reason  why  it 
should  be  begun  early.  The  society  belle  may  invoke  the  aid  of  art  in 
staying  the  encroachments  of  time.  Every  gray  hair  or  every  deepen¬ 
ing  line  represents  certain  loss  in  power.  Her  treasures,  youth,  and 
beauty,  are  slipping  away  from  her,  and  she  is  in  inward  revolt  against 
it.  Had  she  been  more  interested  in  vital  things,  and  cared  for  things 
outside  of  her  individual  life,  she  would  not  have  grown  old  so  quickly 
nor  become  so  dull  mentally. 

<(  Admirers  of  the  character  of  Miss  Jean  Dawson  will  remember 
that  those  who  knew  her  all  her  life  declared  that  she  was  more  beauti¬ 
ful  at  sixty  than  she  had  been  in  her  youth.  Our  Savior  s  visage  was 
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marred  more  than  that  of  any  mortal  man,  yet  was  he  the  One  alto¬ 
gether  lovely.” 

(<  If  I  have  been  able  to  accomplish  anything  in  my  life,”  said  a  woman 
famous  as  one  of  the  most  kindly  and  most  lovable  among  leaders  of  the 
best  American  society,  (<  it  is  due  to  the  word  spoken  to  me  in  the  right 
season,  when  I  was  a  child,  by  my  old  teacher.  I  was  the  only  homely, 
awkward  girl  in  a  class  of  exceptionally  beautiful  ones,  and,  being  also 
dull  at  my  books,  I  became  the  derision  of  the  school.  I  fell  into  a  mo¬ 
rose,  despairing  state,  gave  up  study,  withdrew  into  myself,  and  grew 
daily  more  bitter  and  vindictive.  One  day  the  French  teacher  —  a  gray¬ 
haired  old  woman  with  keen  eyes  and  a  kind  smile  —  found  me  crying. 
<  Qu'as-tu ,  ma  fills  ?  1  she  asked.  (  O  madarae,  I  am  so  ugly!  1  I  sobbed  out. 
She  soothed  me,  but  did  not  contradict  me.  Presently  she  took  me  to 
her  room  and  said:  ( I  have  a  present  for  you,1  handing  me  a  scaly,  coarse 
lump  covered  with  earth.  (  It  is  round  and  brown  as  you.  Ugly,  did 
you  say  ?  Very  well.  We  will  call  it  by  your  name  then.  It  is  you.  Now 
you  shall  plant  it  and  water  it  and  give  it  sun  for  a  week  or  two. 1  I 
planted  it  and  watched  it  carefully;  the  green  leaves  came  out  first,  and 
at  last  the  golden  Japanese  lily, — the  first  I  had  ever  seen.  Madame 
came  to  share  my  delight.  ( Ah  ! 1  she  said,  significantly,  (  who  would  be¬ 
lieve  so  much  beauty  and  fragrance  were  shut  up  in  that  ugly  thing  ? 
But  it  took  heart  and  came  into  the  sun! 1  It  was  the  first  time  it  ever 
occurred  to  me  that  in  spite  of  my  ugly  face  I,  too,  might  be  able  to  win 
friends  and  make  myself  beloved.” 

A  writer  in  the  Chicago  ((  Chronicle  ”  says:  — 

®  The  physical  beauty  of  women  should  last,  growing  more  and  more 
mellow,  until  the  end. 

a  That  the  beauty  of  women,  like  that  of  men,  should  be  determined 
from  the  standpoint  of  advancing  maturity  cannot  be  disputed.  It  is  ab¬ 
surd  to  claim  that  the  ripe,  rich  beauty  of  forty  is  less  attractive  than  the 
budding  immaturity  of  sweet  sixteen.  When  women  live  in  harmony  with 
nature’s  laws,  each  stage  of  life  has  its  own  charm.  The  fullness  of  beauty 
does  not  reach  its  zenith  under  the  age  of  thirty-five  or  forty. 

w  Helen  of  Troy  came  upon  the  stage  at  the  age  of  forty. 

(<  Aspasia  was  thirty-six  when  married  to  Pericles,  and  she  was  a  bril¬ 
liant  figure  thirty  years  thereafter. 

<(  Cleopatra  was  past  thirty  years  when  she  met  Antony. 

«  Diana  de  Poitiers  was  thirty-six  when  she  won  the  heart  of  Henry  II. 
The  king  was  half  her  age,  but  his  devotion  never  changed. 

Anne  of  Austria  was  thirty-eight  when  described  as  the  most  beauti¬ 
ful  woman  in  Europe. 

(<  Madame  de  Maintenon  was  forty-three  when  united  to  Louis,  and  Cath¬ 
erine  of  Russia  was  thirty-three  when  she  seized  the  throne  she  occupied 
for  thirty-five  years. 
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« Mademoiselle  Mar  was  most  beautiful  at  forty-five,  and  Madame 
Recamier  between  the  ages  of  thirty-five  and  fifty-five. 

®  The  most  lasting  and  intense  passion  is  not  inspired  by  two-decade 
beauties. w 


Madame  Recamier,  whose  period  of  greatest  charm  was,  according  to 
the  writer  mentioned  above,  «  between  the  ages  of  thirty-five  and  fifty- 
five, w  was  so  beautiful  that  the  French  people  all  but  worshiped  her. 
Once  she  consented  to  carry  around  the  purse  at  St.  Roch  for  a 
charitable  object.  The  church  was  crowded,  the  people  standing 
upon  chairs  and  pillars  to  get  sight  of  her  as  she  moved  down 
the  aisles.  Twenty  thousand  francs  were  dropped  into 
her  box.  At  the  reception  of  Bonaparte,  on  his 
return  from  Italy,  as  she  rose  from  her  seat  to  get  a 
good  view  of  him,  the  crowd  caught  sight  of  her, 
and,  turning  from  the  conquering  general,  gave  a 
long  murmur  of  admiration. 

Charles  Reade’s  opinion  of  Ellen  Terry  is  given 
in  an  article  on  the  famous  actress  by  Austin  Brere- 
ton,  in  (<  The  English  Illustrated.  *  Reade,  who  had 
occasion  to  be  grateful  to  Miss  Terry  for  more  than 
one  impersonation,  is  quoted  as  saying:  — 


(<  Ellen  Terry  is  an  enigma.  Her  eyes  are  pale,  her  nose  rather  long,  her 
mouth  nothing  particular,  complexion  a  delicate  brick-dust,  her  hair  rather 
like  tow.  Yet,  somehow,  she  is  beautiful.  Her  expression  kills  any  pretty 
face  you  see  beside  her.  Her  figure  is  lean  and  bony,  her  hand  masculine  in 
size  and  form.  Yet  she  is  a  pattern  of  fawn-like  grace.  Whether  in  move¬ 
ment  or  repose,  grace  pervades  the  hussy.  In  character  she  is  impulsive,  intel¬ 
ligent,  weak,  hysterical,  —  in  short,  all  that  is  abominable  and  charming  in 
woman.  Ellen  Terry  is  a  very  charming  actress.  I  see  through  and  through 
her.  Yet  she  pleases  me  all  the  same.® 

This  little  paragraph  once  more  emphasizes  that  which  has  so  many 
thousand  times  been  emphasized, —  the  power  of  charm;  and  be  sure  that 
charm  has  behind  it  something  which  is  good  and  true  and  loving.  It  is 
very  different  from  mere  fascination,  which  may  hold  and  enthrall  for  a 
time,  but  which,  in  most  cases,  finally  reveals  its  shallowness  and  glitter, 
and  is  rated  at  its  true  worth,  or  worthlessness.  Charm  holds;  fascination 
soon  dissipates.  Charm  has  heart  behind  it;  fascination  merely  pretends 
to  have.  One  is  real  cloth  of  gold;  the  other  is  a  sleazy  substance  with 
a  few  tinsel  threads  thrown  in  for  pretense.  Be  sure  that  a  charming 
person  will  always,  whatever  the  form  or  features,  be  thought  beautiful. 

Mrs.  Hill  says,  further:  (<  Beauty  itself  is  often  forced  to  give  way  to 
a  girl  who  knows  how  to  do  something  well.  There  are  times  when 
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accomplishments  are  extremely  pleasing.  It  is  easy  to  recall  evenings 
when  some  magnetic  conversationalist,  or  some  bright,  vivacious  leader 
in  games,  or  some  modest,  true-hearted,  yet  noticeably  intelligent  young 
woman,  who  gave  herself  with  irresistible  charm  to  the  pleasure  of  the 
guests,  carried  off  the  honors  and  marked  the  hours  with  pleasure,  and 
made  her  very  name  a  delightful  memory. 

“'Poor  little  Mignonette,*  exclaims  Miss  Smiley,  'dost  thou  know 
that  thou  hadst  been  called  a  weed  but  for  thy  surpassing  sweetness ;  but 
that,  having  that,  thou  art  indeed  a  flower,  and  thou  needst  never  have  a 
fear  that  thou  wilt  be  forgotten  ? *  '  Good  service  is  better  than  good 

looks. * 

«  And  there  is,  too,  another  qualification  than  beauty,  even  for  a  suc¬ 
cessful  woman  in  society;  it  is  versatility  and  a  qpick  perception.  The 
daughter  of  a  senator  in  Washington,  a  few  winters  ago,  made  her 
father’s  house  the  most  popular  place  of  resort  in  the  city.  People  said 
there  were  many  women  more  beautiful,  but  she  never  failed  in  her  in¬ 
sight  into  the  characters  of  others,  nor  in  a  vivid  recognition  of  them  and 
their  tastes.  As  one  admirer  said :  'She  never  forgot  you,  or  anything 
you  cared  about.  * 

''Very  often,  the  woman  who  gives  least  pleasure  is  the  professional 
beauty,  who,  because  she  has  made  a  reputation,  thinks  that  it  is  unnec¬ 
essary  to  exert  herself  to  please.  For  myself,  I  accept  a  good  writer’s 
dictum  that  far  more  pleasure  is  given  by  a  plainer  woman  who  thinks 
less  of  herself  and  more  of  others,  and  who  has  cultivated  that  sympathy 
without  which  it  is  impossible  to'please.  Intelligence  and  goodness  are 
almost  as  necessary  as  bloom  and  good  looks  in  making  up  our  ideal 
of  a  social  leader.  If  girls  wish,  as  they  advance  in  life,  to  have  about 
them  that  certain  something  which  makes  so  many  older  women  attract¬ 
ive,  they  must  live  outside  of  themselves. ” 

Perhaps  few  people  have  appreciated  or  conceded  the  ethical  value  of 
beauty.  "What  would  you  do, ”  said  one  man  to  another,  "if  you  had 
twenty  millions  to  spend  in  the  slums  for  the  betterment  of  the  dwellers 
there  ?  —  employ  an  army  of  teachers  and  missionaries,  put  up  free  eat¬ 
ing  houses,  have  band  concerts  every  night,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing, 
I  suppose.” 

"  Nothing  of  the  kind,”  was  the  thoughtful  reply.  "  Why,  John,  I’ve 
made  it  my  business  to  go  into  over  a  hundred  of  these  dwelling-places, 
and  I  have  found  only  one  pretty  home.  The  places  called  home  are  so 
bare,  so  grimy,  so  poorly  lighted  and  wretchedly  furnished,  I  don’t  won¬ 
der  men  steal  away  from  them  to  the  beautifully  garnished  saloons;  and 
women  bring  into  them  that  which  will  cause  them  to  forget  for  a  time 
the  actual  condition  of  things.  I  can  understand  how  discouragement 
and  depression  breed  desperate  thoughts  that  result  in  ignoble  deeds. 
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Why,  man,  you  or  I,  who  pride  ourselves  upon  clean  lives,  might, 
probably  would,  besmirch  ourselves  if  we  called  such  places  home.” 

“  What  about  those  who  had  the  one  pretty  home  ?  Were  they  differ¬ 
ent  from  the  others  ?  ”  asked  the  friend. 

<(  As  different  as  song-birds  from  vultures,”  was  the  reply.  “They 
were  so  proud  of  their  home,  and  so  fond  of  displaying  it,  that  they  gave 
the  money  that  would  otherwise  have  been  spent  for  beer  or  whiskey  to 
keep  it  pretty  and  well  furnished.  Everything  in  it  raised  their  pride 
and  tended  to  refine  them.  They  were  planning  to  educate  their  chil¬ 
dren,  and  were  talking  of  a  better  neighborhood  in  which  to  live.  It  is 
a  wonder  and  a  pity  that  rich  men  do  not  see  and  act  upon  the  thought 
that  beauty,  with  which  one  must  come  constantly  in  contact,  is  one  of 
the  great  economic  forces,  as  well  as  one  of  the  most  effective  temper¬ 
ance  reformers  in  the  world.” 

Beautiful  environments,  whenever  they  are  tried,  are  also  found  to  be 
great  incentives  to  good  work.  The  National  Cash  Register  Company 
and  the  Pullman  Car  Company  recognized  this  fact  when  they  furnished 
pretty  places  in  which  their  employees  were  to  dwell. 

That  the  quality  of  a  man’s  work  is  largely  dependent  upon  his  mood, 
and  that  his  mood  is  influenced  by  his  surroundings,  is  shown  by  the 
simple  answer  to  a  question,  asked  by  a  visitor  in  a  thread  factory. 

A  party  of  women  visited  this  factory,  and  the  proprietor  showed  them 
over  the  mill,  which,  they  observed,  was  not  only  fitted  up  completely 
and  thoroughly  in  regard  to  commercial  and  hygienic  comforts,  but  also 
with  a  great  consideration  for  beauty.  Their  especial  attention  was 
attracted  by  a  beautifully  painted  frieze,  showing  a  dainty  dancing  com¬ 
pany.  This  and  other  paintings  graced  the  walls. 

“Well,  for  my  part,”  said  a  plain,  practical  woman  of  the  party,  “I 
don’t  see  the  object  of  having  so  much  beauty  in  a  factory.” 

The  mill  owner  smiled. 

“Well,  come  to  think  of  it,  it  is  a  very  practical  reason,”  answered 
he.  “  I  find  it  makes  better  thread.” 

Two  notable  examples  of  people  who  have  seen  and  acted  upon  the 
idea  suggested  by  this  speaker  were  George  Peabody  and  John  Ruskin. 
A  large  share  of  Mr.  Peabody’s  wealth  was  expended  in  building  work¬ 
ingmen’s  cottages,  and  in  bringing  the  beauty  of  order,  health,  and  har¬ 
mony  into  these  men’s  lives. 

Ruskin,  to  whom  beauty  was  the  very  breath  of  life,  who  left  his 
guests, —  if  they  did  not  accompany  him, —  or  his  meals,  or  his  occupa¬ 
tion,  whatever  it  might  be,  to  look  upon  a  beautiful  sunset,  and  who  saw 
potential  beauty  in  every  lump  of  coal  and  bit  of  soot  and  sand, — 
this  man,  perceiving  its  ethical  worth  and  saving  grace,  did  more  to 
bring  beauty,  and  the  perception  of  beauty,  into  the  common  man  s  life 
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than  any  other  one  person.  (<  Falling'  heir  to  seven  hundred  and  fifty 
thousand  dollars, »  says  Dr.  Hillis,  (<he  made  a  half  million  dollars  by  his 
pen  through  sheer  force  of  genius,  and  held  his  wealth  a  trust  fund  in 
the  interest  of  poverty,  his  social  power  a  trust  fund  in  the  interest  of 
God’s  poor.  He  tithed  himself  one-tenth  of  his  income,  one-fifth  and 
then  one-half,  then  gave  all  of  his  income  and  began  to  distribute  his 
property,  thus  reducing  himself  to  a  modest  competence,  in  trying  to  serve 
the  poor,  to  whom  he  came  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ.  We  hear  very 
much  said  to-day  about  the  social  settlement  movement,  of  Toynbee  Hall 
in  London,  Hull  House  in  Chicago,  the  University  Settlement  of  Boston. 
About  thirty  years  ago,  John  Ruskin  went  to  live  in  Whitechapel  Road, 
turning  away  from  the  invitations  of  rich  men  and  those  who  dwelt  in 
palaces.  Very  much  is  said  to-day 'about  the  university  extension  sys¬ 
tem,  of  great  libraries  and  reading  clubs  and  reading  circles  for  the  com¬ 
mon  people.  In  1848,  John  Ruskin  purchased  several  great  libraries, 
formed  workingmen’s  clubs  in  London,  Sheffield,  and  Manchester,  and 
started  the  reading  movement  among  the  working  people  of  those 
great  cities,  and  so  gave  us  the  beginning  of  the  university  exten¬ 
sion  idea. 

Much  is  said  to-day  about  the  division  of  the  beautiful, —  how,  in  the 
past,  the  princes  could  have  great  pictures  in  their  palaces,  but  the  com¬ 
mon  people  knew  only  ugliness  and  squalor.  John  Ruskin  saw  that  the 
people  needed  models  of  art  and  beauty  for  their  homes.  So  he  took  the 
priceless  marbles  he  had  found  in  Greece,  his  great  pictures  purchased 
in  Italy,  his  art  treasures  found  on  the  Continent,  and  took  them, — 
where  ?  Not  to  the  great  museums,  not  to  the  art  galleries;  that  would 
do  something  to  advance  his  reputation.  He  went  up  to  Sheffield,  where 
men  make  knives  and  forks,  where  there  are  poor  and  obscure  laborers. 
He  founded  a  little  art  school.  He  gave  them  pictures,  showed  them  the 
lines  of  beauty,  and  taught  them  to  sprinkle  beauty  over  the  knives  and 
forks  of  the  dining-room.  He  went  to  the  men  who  made  wall-papers, 
and  taught  them  how  to  adorn  walls;  to  the  men  who  made  ceilings,  and 
showed  them  how  to  make  ceilings  as  beautiful  as  the  very  heavens;  to 
the  men  who  made  carpets  and  rugs;  to  the  men  who  made  cotton,  linen 
and  silks.  And  now  we  have  the  modern  art  movement  that  has  made 
beauty  to  be  diffused  where  once  it  was  concentrated  in  a  single  temple 
or  in  a  single  palace.  We  get  that  great  movement  almost  entirely  from 
John  Ruskin. B 

A  mother,  whose  son  was  seldom  at  home  of  an  evening,  and  who  was 
made  very  anxious  by  this  circumstance,  appealed  for  advice  to  another 
woman,  whose  boy  could,  as  the  mother  declared,  «  hardly  be  driven  out¬ 
doors  after  dark.” 

How  do  you  manage  it  ?  w  asked  the  anxious  visitor. 
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«  Well,"  was  the  reply,  «  everybody  with  whom  I  am  acquainted  has 
to  be  managed  through  one  or  more  of  his  five  senses,  and  my  experience 
with  a  brother,  a  husband,  a  son,  and  a  daughter,  has  convinced  me  that 
the  sense  of  and  the  conscious  or  unconscious  longing  for  beauty  and 
harmony  is  one  of  the  most  effective  weapons  to  manipulate.  When  Tom 
began  to  go  away  evenings,  I  remonstrated  gently  with  him.  <  A  fellow 
don’t  want  to  be  always  huddled  up  with  the  family,  or  to  sit  in  a  poky, 
old  cold  room/  he  answered.  I  thought  a  good  deal  about  that  answer, 
and,  after  a  while, —  for  I  didn’t  want  him  to  think  I  was  bribing  him  to 
stay  at  home, —  I  had  the  fireboard  taken  down  in  his  room,  a  grate  put 
in,  and  a  fire  laid  ready  for  lighting.  I  put  down  a  bright  rug,  and  hung 
up  some  pretty  shades  and  two  or  three  pictures.  (  By  Jove/  said  Tom 
one  day,  (  I  must  invite  some  of  the  fellows  in  to  see  my  swell  den. > 

(<  (  Do, >  I  said.  When  ( the  fellows >  came,  I  sent  up  some  cake  and 
coffee  served  in  my  prettiest  china.  I  kept  the  room  fresh  and  bright 
and  dainty,  and  Tom  came  to  think  that  home  was  a  better  place  than 
any  he  found  outside,  and  to  prefer  it.  Just  fix  up  Harry’s  room  so  it 
will  appeal  to  his  sense  of  beauty,  make  him  proud  of  it,  let  him  do  just 
as  he  pleases  in  it,  and  I’ll  warrant  you’ll  bring  him  round." 

Three  months  later  Harry’s  mother  reported  to  her  friend:  (<  Your 
plan  worked  like  a  charm.  I  almost  wish  Harry  would  go  out  now  once 
in  a  while  at  night,  just  for  a  change." 

But  let  no  one  think  he  must  go  to  Switzerland  or  Italy,  or  any  other 
far-away  place,  to  find  beauty. 

(<Ah!  how  I  wish  I  could  visit  the  places  of  which  you  speak, " -sighed 
a  woman  who  had  been  for  an  hour  listening  to  a  man  who  had  traveled 
widely.  (<  My  soul  longs  for  beauty,  and  I  see  so  little !  "  (<  Come  with 

me  and  I  will  show  you  much,"  replied  the  man.  He  led  her  into  her 
own  garden.  (<  Look  up,"  he  said.  <(  Nowhere  in  Rome  or  Florence 
will  you  see  a  more  beautiful  sky  than  that  on  which  you  now  gaze. 
Yonder,  at  your  right,  are  mountains.  The  sun  is  glinting  on  the  snow 
which  crowns  the  summit,  and  see,  down  their  sides,  that  magnificent 
cloud  of  purple  and  amethyst.  Mont  Blanc  or  Shasta  could  show  you 
no  greater  glory.  Not  far  away,  see  how  green  the  grass  is  on  the  up¬ 
lands,  where  the  white  sheep  are  feeding.  Europe  will  never  show  you 
a  more  peaceful  scene.  Look  here!  Half  a  thousand  roses  are  in  bloom, 
and  the  air  is  full  of  their  perfume.  God  never  makes  roses  fairer  or 
more  sweet  than  those  that  blossom  here.  I  might  go  on  indefinitely 
pointing  out  beauties  which  you  need  take  no  tiresome  journey  to  dis¬ 
cover.  Don’t  look  over  and  away  from  the  richness  and  loveliness  of 
the  near  and  everyday  things,  or  you  will  miss  most  of  the  good  things 
which  have  been  so  bountifully  prepared  for  you.  Every  season,  every 
day,  every  hour  has  many  things,  or  some  things  to  admire.  It  shows 
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how  beautiful  were  the  thoughts  of  God  when  he  so  lavishly  scattered 
beauty  everywhere. ” 

(<  It  is  a  bad  thing, M  said  James  Freeman  Clarke,  (<  to  cultivate  the 
love  of  beauty  when  it  makes  common  things,  people,  life,  distasteful  to 
us.  It  need  not  do  so,  as  appears  from  the  examples  of  such  great  poets 
as  Burns,  Wordsworth,  and  Whittier,  who  have  known  how  to  glorify 
common  life  and  every-day  people  with  the  charm  of  romance.  These 
great  masters  make  the  humblest  flowers  immortal  in  their  song. ® 

<(  Seek  beauty  not  in  the  world  of  dreams,  but  in  the  actual  world, 
and  the  actual  life.  Look  for  beauty  everywhere, —  in  common  things, 
common  people,  common  work,  common  life.  Looking  thus,  we  shall 
soon  see  that  beauty  is  no  monopoly  of  artists,  poets,  dreamers;  that  all 
life  may  become  high  art ;  that  all  we  do,  when  done  according  to  an 
ideal  standard,  instantly  partakes  of  this  element  of  beauty.  Then,  too, 
it  will  be  seen  that  all  nature  is  saturated  and  overflowing  with  beauty; 
that  our  Italy  and  Switzerland  are  here  in  Massachusetts. * 

<(  Beauty, ®  says  Channing,  <(  is  so  precious,  the  enjoyments  it  gives  are 
so  refined  and  pure,  so  congenial  with  our  tenderest  and  noblest  feelings, 
and  so  akin  to  worship,  that  it  is  painful  to  think  of  the  multitude  of 
men  as  living  in  the  midst  of  it,  and  living  almost  as  blind  to  it  as  if, 
instead  of  the  fair  earth  and  glorious  sky,  they  were  tenants  of  a  dun¬ 
geon.  ” 

(<  The  Creator  would  not  have  made  all  nature  beauty  to  the  eye  and 
music  to  the  ear,”  says  Sir  John  Lubbock,  <(  if  we  had  not  been  meant  to 
enjoy  it  thoroughly.” 

<(  The  question  of  beauty  takes  us  out  of  surfaces  to  thinking  of  the 
foundations  of  things.  Goethe  said,  <  The  beautiful  is  a  manifestation 
of  the  secret  laws  of  nature,  which,  but  for  this  appearance,  had  been 
forever  concealed  from  usC  ” 

A  THING  of  beauty  is  a  joy  forever ;  . 

Its  loveliness  increases ;  it  will  never 

Pass  into  nothingness ;  but  still  will  keep 

A  bower  quiet  for  us,  and  a  sleep 

Full  of  sweet  dreams  and  health  and  quiet  breathing. 

—  John  Keats. 

The  beautiful  rests  on  the  foundations  of  the  necessary. —  Emerson. 

Beauty  was  lent  to  nature  as  the  type 
Of  heaven’s  unspeakable  and  holy  joy, 

Where  all  perfection  makes  the  sum  of  bliss. 

—  S.  J.  Hale. 

Beauty  comes,  we  scarce  know  how,  as  an  emanation  from  sources  deeper 
than  itself.  -Shairp. 
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If  you  can  be  well  without  health,  you  can  be  happy  without  virtue. 

—  Burke. 

Virtue  alone  raises  us  above  hopes,  fears,  and  chances.—  Seneca. 

\  irtue  alone  is  sufficient  to  make  a  man  great,  glorious,  and  happy. 

—  Franklin. 

Even  from  the  body’s  purity,  the  mind 
Receives  a  secret  sympathetic  aid. 

—  Thomson. 

A  heart  unspotted  is  not  easily  daunted. —  Shakespeare. 

Virtue  mille  scuta, —  Virtue  is  a  thousand  shields. 

—  Motto  of  the  Earl  of  Effingham. 

No  life  can  be  pure  in  its  purpose  and  strong  in  its  strife, 

And  all  life  not  be  purer  and  stronger  thereby. 

—  Owen  Meredith. 

Virtue  is  not  left  to  stand  alone.  He  who  practises  it  will  have  neighbors. 

—  Confucius. 

If  thou  takest  virtue  for  the  rule  of  life,  and  valuest  thyself  upon  acting  in 
conformity  thereto,  thou  wilt  have  no  cause  to  envy  lords  and  princes,  for  blood  is 
inherited,  but  virtue  is  common  property,  and  may  be  acquired  by  all ;  it  has,  more¬ 
over,  an  intrinsic  worth,  which  blood  has  not.  — Cervantes. 

Who  shall  ascend  into  the  hill  of  the  Lord?  or  who  shall  stand  in  ITis  holy 

place? 

He  that  hath  clean  hands,  and  a  pure  heart.  — Psalms. 

What?  know  ye  not  that  your  body  is  the  temple  of  the  Hoi)-  Ghost? 

I  beseech  you,  therefore,  brethren,  by  the  mercies  of  God,  that  ye  present  your 
bodies  a  living  sacrifice,  holy,  acceptable  unto  God,  which  is  your  reasonable  service. 

—  St.  Paul. 

In  the  island  of  Java  there  is  a  Valley  of  Poison,  filled  with  the  bones 
of  birds  and  beasts  which  have  been  suffocated  by  carbonic  acid  gas, 
which  always  settles  to  the  lowest  places,  because  of  its  greater 
gravity.  This  is  very  often  fatal,  especially  in  volcanic  regions.  Vit'gil 
gives  us  an  account  of  Lake  Avernus  (at  the  entrance  to  the  Infernal 
regions),  over  which  every  bird  which  attempted  to  fly  fell  dead  into 
the  water,  because  of  this  terrible  poison. 

There  are  many  valleys  of  poison  and  lakes  of  Avernus  in  the 
world,  through  or  over  which  it  is  impossible  for  one  to  pass  without 
wholly  losing  his  spiritual  life,  or  having  his  spiritual  wings  terribly 
smirched.  One  of  the  most  poisonous  of  these  valleys  is  the  valley  of 
impurity, —  impurity  of  thought,  word,  or  deed.  We  sometimes  hear 
people  say,  as  an  excuse  for  participating  in  or  witnessing  impure  things, 
that  they  wish  to  know  all  phases  of  life  by  experience  or  observation. 
8—294 
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But  what  should  we  think  of  one  who  would  have  a  leg  amputated  or 
an  eye  taken  out  to  gain  experience  ?  Yet  the  amputation  of  a  leg  or 
the  loss  of  an  eye  would  be  a  small  misfortune  compared  with  the  loss 
or  maiming  of  the  spiritual,  character-making  self,  and  it  is  as  morally 
impossible  for  one  to  indulge  in  impurities  and  ever  wholly  regain  his 
unsullied  manhood  as  it  would  be  to  grow  a  new  leg  or  create  a  new  eye. 
The  character  and  standing  of  one  who  has  been  once  thoroughly  cor¬ 
rupted  are  the  wooden  legs  of  manliness,  the  glass  eyes  of  purity.  Some 
one  has  said :  — 

(<On  a  frosty  morning  you  may  see  the  panes  of  glass  covered  with 
landscapes,  mountains,  lakes,  and  trees,  making  a  beautiful  fantastic  picture. 
Now,  lay  your  hand  upon  the  window,  or  breathe  upon  it,  and  all  the  deli¬ 
cate  tracery  will  be  obliterated.  So  there  is  in  youth  a  beauty  and  purity 
of  character  which,  when  once  touched  and  defiled,  can  never  be  restored; 
a  fringe  more  delicate  than  frost-work,  and  which,  when  torn  and  broken, 
can  never  be  re-embroidered.  He  who  has  spotted  and  soiled  his  garments 
in  youth,  though  he  may  seek  to  make  them  white  again,  can  never  wholly 
do  it,  even  though  he  may  wash  them  with  tears. ® 

Witnessing  impure  things  is  not,  of  course,  as  bad  as  participating  in 
them,  but  the  sight  leaves  mind-pictures  which,  if  not  actively  harmful, 
are  painful,  and  are  liable  to  lead  to  thoughts  which  may  end  in  deeds 
prejudicial  to  financial  success,  to  mind,  and  to  morals. 

"He  that  yields  to  temptation,”  says  Horace  Mann,  (<  debases  himself 
with  a  debasement  from  which  he  can  never  arise.”  Every  evil  act  re¬ 
bounds  in  thousandfold  injury  upon  the  actor.  He  may  despoil  others, 
but  he  is  the  chief  loser.  The  world’s  scorn  he  may  sometimes  forget, 
but  the  knowledge  of  his  own  perfidy  is  undying.  A  man  may  be 
wronged  and  live,  but  he  that  does  wrong,  dies.  The  moment  any  one  of 
the  glorious  faculties  with  which  God  has  endowed  us  is  abused,  or  mis¬ 
used,  that  faculty  loses  forever  a  portion  of  its  delicacy  and  energy. 

<(  My  extreme  youth,  when  I  took  command  of  the  army  of  Italy,”  said 
Napoleon,  <(  rendered  it  necessary  that  I  should  evince  great  reserve  of 
manners  and  the  utmost  severity  of  morals.  This  was  indispensable  to 
enable  me  to  sustain  authority  over  men  so  greatly  my  superiors  in  age 
and  experience.  I  pursued  a  line  of  conduct  in  the  highest  degree  irre¬ 
proachable  and  exemplary.  In  spotless  morality  I  was  a  Cato,  and  must 
have  appeared  such  to  all.  I  was  a  philosopher  and  a  sage.  My  suprem¬ 
acy  could  be  retained  only  by  proving  myself  a  better  man  than  any 
other  man  in  the  army.  Had  I  yielded  to  human  weaknesses,  I  should 
have  lost  my  power.  ” 

Shun  evil  thoughts  as  you  would  shun  temptation  to  crime.  Do  not 
harbor  them,  for  an  instant,  lest  their  foul  contagion  contaminate  your 
soul  with  pictures  which  even  religion  is  powerless  to  erase.  A  single 
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glance  at  a  bad  picture,  or  a  bad  book,  has  ruined  the  peace  of  many  a 
fine  life. 

A  boy  once  showed  to  another  a  book  of  impure  words  and  pictures. 
He  to  whom  the  book  was  shown  had  it  in  his  hands  only  a  few  minutes. 
In  after  life  he  held  high  office  in  the  church,  and  years  afterward  told 
a  friend  that  he  would  give  half  he  possessed  had  he  never  seen  the 
volume,  because  its  impure  images,  at  the  most  holy  times,  sometimes 
arose  unbidden  to  his  mind. 

The  mind  s  phonograph  will  reproduce  a  bad  story  while  life  lasts, 
even  up  to  the  point  of  death.  Don’t  listen  to  even  one;  you  can  never 
get  the  stain  out  of  your  life;  its  deadly  sound  will  haunt  you  forever. 
Physicians  tell  us  that  every  particle  of  the  body  changes  once  in  about 
seven  \eais;  but  no  chemistry,  human  or  divine,  can  entirely  expunge 
from  the  mind  a  bad  picture.  Like  the  paintings  buried  for  centuries  in 
Pompeii,  without  the  loss  of  tint  or  shade,  these  pictures  are  as  brilliant 
in  age  as  in  youth. 


That  which  poor,  imprisoned  Oueen  Caroline  Matilda  of  Denmark, 
wrote  on  her  chapel  window,  ought  to  be  the  prayer  of  all, —  «  Oh,  keep 
me  innocent!  make  others  great. ” 

To  be  above  impure  thoughts  and  speech  is  a  mark  of 
greatness  which  has  been  found  in  many  men  who  have 
risen  to  eminence. 

I  have  such 'a  rich  story  that  I  want  to  tell  you,” 
said  an  officer  who,  one  evening,  came  into  the  Union 
camp  in  a  rollicking  mood.  (<  There  are  no  ladies  pres¬ 
ent,  are  there?” 

General  Grant,  lifting  his  eyes  from  the  paper 
which  he  was  reading,  and  looking  the  officer  square 
in  the  eye,  said  slowly,  but  deliberately:  — 

(<  No,  but  there  axe  gentlemen  present.” 

George  W.  Childs  said:  (<  A  marked  trait  of  Grant’s 
character  was  his  purity  in  every  way.  I  never  heard 
him  express  an  impure  thought,  or  make  an  indelicate 
allusion  in  any  manner  or  shape.  There  is  nothing  I  ever  heard  him 
say  that  could  not  be  repeated  in  the  presence  of  women.  If  a  man  was 
proposed  for  an  appointment,  and  it  was  shown  that  he  was  an  immoral 
man,  he  would  not  appoint  him,  no  matter  how  great  the  pressure  brought 
to  bear.  ” 

The  writer  has  heard  of  several  incidents  illustrating  his  answer  to 
impure  stories.  On  one  occasion,  when  Grant  formed  one  of  a  dinner 
party  of  American  gentlemen  in  a  foreign  city,  conversation  drifted  into 
reference  to  questionable  affairs,  when  he  suddenly  rose  and  said,  w  Gen¬ 
tlemen,  please  excuse  me;  I  will  retire.” 
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It  is  the  glory  of  a  man  to  have  clean  lips  and  a  clean  mind.  It  is 
the  glory  of  a  woman  not  to  know  evil,  even  in  her  thoughts. 

Isaac  Newton’s  most  intimate  friend  in  young  manhood  was  a  noted 
foreign  chemist.  The  two  were  constant  associates  until  one  day  the 
Italian  told  an  impure  story,  after  which  Newton  would  never  associate 
with  him. 

Put  purity  before  you,  then,  as  a  badge  of  the  noblest  manhood. 

A  man  will  be  what  his  most  cherished  feelings  are.  If  he  encourage 
a  noble  generosity,  every  feeling  will  be  enriched  by  it;  if  he  nurse  im¬ 
pure,  bitter,  and  envenomed  thoughts,  his  own  spirit  will  absorb  the 
poison,  and  he  will  crawl  among  men  as  a  burnished  adder,  whose  life  is 
mischief;  and  whose  errand  is  death. 

The  fleshly  passions  are  like  mutinous  sailors, —  to  be  kept  below 
decks.  (<  Never  allow  your  lower  nature  anything  better  than  a  steerage 
passage. ” 

(<  Young  man,  keep  your  record  clean !  ”  exclaimed  John  B.  Gough, 
uttering  the  words  on  the  platform  in  Philadelphia,  at  the  very  instant 
when  Death  laid  his  finger  on  his  lips, —  words  in  which  the  whole  teach¬ 
ing  of  the  eloquent  orator  seemed  compressed. 

If  the  heart  be  not  pure,  you  may  be  certain  the  thoughts  will  not  be 
pure,  nor  the  conversation,  nor  the  life.  It  is  impossible  to  overesti¬ 
mate  the  value  of  thorough  transparency  of  character.  Sometimes  the 
remark  is  made  regarding  such  and  such  a  person :  <(  I  like  that  man, 
he  is  genuine  and  straightforward;  you  can  see  through  and  through 
him.” 

When  Vice-president  Wilson  was  on  his  deathbed,  he  said :  <(  If  I 
had  to  do,  to  think,  to  act,  and  vote,  just  as  I  was  directed  by  one  man, 

I  should  choose  Whittier.  I  believe  him  the  purest  man  living  on  earth, 
—  a  soul  as  white  as  heaven.” 

<(  No,  no,  these  are  not  trifles,”  said  George  Whitefield,  when  a  friend 
asked  why  he  was  so  particular  to  bathe  frequently,  and  always  have  his 
linen  scrupulously  clean ;  <(  a  minister  must  be  without  spot,  even  in  his 
garments.”  Purity  in  a  good  man  cannot  be  carried  too  far. 

Do  not  imagine  that  impurity  can  be  hidden!  One  may  as  well  ex¬ 
pect  to  have  consumption  or  any  other  deadly  disease,  and  to  look  and 
appear  healthy,  as  to  be  pure  in  thought  and  mind,  and  to  look  and  ap¬ 
pear  manly  and  noble  souled. 

A  beautiful  woman  went  to  a  photographer  to  sit  for  her  picture. 
After  the  sitting,  the  man  retired  to  examine  the  plate.  He  was  greatly 
puzzled,  upon  developing  the  picture  in  the  chemical  bath,  by  the  appear¬ 
ance  of  a  number  of  dark  spots  on  the  face,  although  not  the  least  trace 
of  blemish  could  be  detected  in  the  face  of  the  woman.  The  next  dav  the 
explanation  came.  The  spots  then  became  distinctly  visible.  The  lady 
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had  contracted  smallpox,  and  soon  died.  The  faint  yellow  spots,  before 
they  could  be  detected  by  the  human  eye,  were  faithfully  portrayed  by 
the  searching  and  pure  rays  of  the  sun. 

So  the  first  harboring  of  impure  thoughts  will  mar  the  loveliest  soul, 
and,  if  not  resolutely  warred  upon  with  all  spiritual  weapons,  these  un¬ 
holy  imaginings  will  drag  their  victim  down  to  ruin.  They  will  do 
more;  they  will  ruin  his  earthly  prospects.  Even  a  man  who  is  him¬ 
self  vile,  wants  as  a  business  manager,  or  employee  of  any  kind,  a  pure 
man  or  woman,  if  for  no  other  reason  than  that  his  trade  or  profes¬ 
sion  may  not  come  into  disrepute  through  those  who  represent  him  or 
do  his  work.  Again,  every  employer  wants  healthy  and  reliable  peo¬ 
ple  as  employees,  and  a  really  impure  man  can  be  neither.  There  is 
really  no  form  of  impurity  in  deed  or  thought  or  imagination  which 
does  not  undermine  or  destroy  health,  and  lessen  or  kill  the  intellect. 
No  impure  person  ever  had  a  clear  brain.  The  very  consciousness  of 
being  smirched,  of  having  a  stained  character,  a  marred  ideal,  befogs 
the  brain  and  clogs  the  keenest  intellect. 

No  one  is  quite  the  same,  in  his  own  estimation,  when  he  has  been 
once  guilty  of  contact  with  impurity.  His  self-respect  has  suffered  a 
loss.  Something  has  gone  out  of  his  life.  His  own  good  opinion  of 
himself  has  suffered  deterioration,  and  he  can  never  face  his  life-task 
with  the  same  confidence  again.  Somehow  he  feels  that  the  world  will 
know  of  his  soul’s  debauch  and  judge  him  accordingly. 

There  is  nothing  which  will  mar  a  life  more  quickly  than  the  con¬ 
sciousness  of  a  soul-stain.  The  loss  of  self-respect,  the  loss  of  character, 
is  irreparable. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  consciousness  of  the  genuineness  of  purity  of 
heart  multiplies  one’s  power,  increases  his  confidence,  elevates  his  ideals, 
and  gives  a  general  lift  to  life  all  along  the  line  of  endeavor. 

A  sense  of  transparency  gives  buoyancy  to  the  step  and  adds  hope  to 
the  life-aim.  It  lightens  one’s  burdens,  it  dispels  worries  and  anxieties. 
A  consciousness  of  close  contact  with  the  infinite  good,  a  feeling  of  the 
union  of  oneself  with  omnipotent  power,  is  a  soul-tonic  which  braces  and 
supports  one  wonderfully.  Verily,  (<the  pure  in  heart  do  see  God,”  and 
seeing  God  in  living  harmony  with  His  omnipotence  multiplies  personal 
power  amazingly,  and  shuts  out  the  possibility  of  seeing  evil.  <(  Keep 
the  imagination  sane,”  said  Hawthorne.  <(  That  is  one  of  the  truest  con¬ 
ditions  of  communion  with  heaven.  ” 

Very  few  realize  the  power  of  a  diseased  imagination  to  ruin  a  prec¬ 
ious  life.  Perhaps  the  defect  began  in  a  little  speck  of  taint.  No  other 
faculty  has  such  power  to  curse  or  bless  mankind,  to  build  up  or  tear 
down,  to  ennoble  or  debauch,  to  make  happy  or  miserable,  or  has  such 
power  upon  our  destiny,  as  the  imagination. 
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Many  a  ruined  life  began  its  downfall  in  the  dry  rot  of  a  perverted 
imagination.  How  little  we  realize  that  by  subtle,  moral  manufacture, 
repeated  acts  of  the  imagination  weave  themselves  into  a  mighty  tapes¬ 
try,  every  figure  and  fancy  of  which  will  stand  out  in  living  colors  in  the 
character- web  of  our  lives,  to  approve  or  condemn  us.  Perhaps  the 
greatest  power  given  us  to  bless  or  destroy  is  the  imagination  which, 
without  self-control,  would  ruin  a  saint. 

In  many  cases  where,  for  no  apparent  reason,  one  is  making  failure 
after  failure,  never  reaching,  even  approximately,  the  position  which 
was  anticipated  for  him,  if  he  would  look  frankly  into  his  own  heart,'  and 
searcliingly  at  his  own  secret  habits,  he  would  find  that  which,  hidden, 
like  the  worm  at  the  heart  of  the  rose,  is  destroying  and  making  impos¬ 
sible  all  that  ennobles,  beautifies,  and  enriches  life. 

(<  I  solemnly  warn  you,”  says  Beecher,  <(  against  indulging  a  morbid 
imagination.  In  that  busy  and  mischievous  faculty  begins  the  evil. 
Were  it  not  for  his  airy  imaginations,  man  might  stand  his  own  master, 

- — not  overmatched  by  the  worst  part  of  himself.  But!  ah!  these  sum¬ 
mer  reveries,  these  venturesome  dreams,  these  fairy  castles,  builded  for 
no  good  purposes, — they  are  haunted  by  impure  spirits,  who  will  fasci¬ 
nate,  bewitch,  and  corrupt  you.  Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart.  Blessed 
art  thou,  most  favored  of  God,  whose  thoughts  are  chastened;  whose 
imagination  will  not  breathe  or  fly  in  tainted  air,  and  whose  path  hath 
been  measured  by  the  golden  reed  of  purity. ” 

One  day,  when  Arthur  was  holding  a  high  feast  with  his  Knights  of 
the  Round  Table,  the  Sangreal,  or  vessel  out  of  which  the  last  passover 
was  eaten  (a  precious  relic  which  had  long  remained  concealed  from 
human  eyes  because  of  the  sins  of  the  land),  suddenly  appeared  to  him 
and  all  his  chivalry.  The  consequence  of  this  vision  was  that  all  the 
knights  took  on  them  a  solemn  vow  to  seek  the  Sangreal.  But,  alas!  it 
could  be  revealed  only  to  a  knight  at  once  accomplished  in  earthly  chiv¬ 
alry  and  pure  and  guiltless  of  all  evil.  All  Sir  Launcelot’s  noble  ac¬ 
complishments  were  rendered  vain  by  his  intrigues,  and  in  his  quest  he 
encountered  only  disgraceful  disaster. 

To  be  pure  in  heart  is  the  youth’s  great  commandment.  Do  not  listen 
to  men  who  tell  you  that  (<  vice  is  a  necessity.  *  Nothing  is  a  necessity  that 
is  wrong.  (<  All  wickedness  is  weakness, ”  says  Milton.  Vice  and  vigor 
have  nothing  whatever  in  common.  Purity  is  strength ,  health ,  power. 

(<  Children  must  be  taught  purity,”  says  H.  R.  Storer. 

If  a  man  deliberately  and  wilfully  gives  himself  up  to  the  fatal  spell 
of  passion,  and  then  complains  that  vice  is  a  necessity,  he  is  a  hypocrite, 
and  stands  self-condemned.  The  little  leaven  of  coarseness  or  vulgarity, 
which  gains  entrance  to  the  meal  of  youth,  will  never  cease  its  work 
until  the  whole  man  is  leavened. 
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There  is  only  one  panacea  for  impurity.  Constant  occupation  and 
pure,  high  thinking  are  absolutely  necessary  to  a  clean  life'.  The  spiders 
of  impurity  soon  spin  their  webs  in  the  chambers  of  an  idle  life. 

The  study  of  mathematics  and  of  the  pure  sciences  is  recommended 
by  the  best  physicians,  the  world  over,  for  minds  tainted  with  impurity. 

<(  I  should  be  a  poor  counselor  of  young  men,®  wrote  a  true  friend  of 
youth,  « if  I  taught  you  that  purity  is  possible  only  by  isolation  from  the 
world.  We  do  not  want  that  sort  of  holiness  which  can  thrive  only  in 
seclusion;  we  want  that  virile,  manly  purity  which  keeps  itself  unspotted 
from  the  world,  even  amid  its  worst  debasements,  just  as  the  lily  lifts  its 
slender  chalice  of  white  and  gold  to  heaven,  untainted  by  the  soil  in  which 
it  grows,  though  that  soil  be  the  reservoir  of  death  and  putrefaction.® 

We  forget  too  easily  the  sanctity  of  life.  It  uplifts  a  man  to  feel  re¬ 
spect  for  himself,  to  feel  that  life  proceeds  from  God,  and  that  it  gathers 
up  in  itself  all  the  pain  of  the  past  and  hope  of  the  future.  When  a  man 
understands  this,  he  willingly  sacrifices  a  fleeting  gratification  in  order  to 
keep  life  pure,  strong,  invincible,  and  to  transmit  it  undefiled  as  he  re¬ 
ceived  it. 

When  a  resolute  determination  to  resist  the  inroads  of  these  contami¬ 
nating  and  destructive  evils  is  not  made  and  kept,  from  that  hour  there 
is  a  difference  in  the  feelings,  the  condition,  and  the  prospects  of  the 
young  man  who  thus  relinquishes  himself  to  the  mastery  of  morbid  and 
impure  thoughts.  He  may  not  be  aware  of  the  change  but  the  ingenu¬ 
ous  confidence  of  innocence  is  lost.  Home  is  no  longer  the  home  that  it 
has  been.  The  presence  and  companionship  of  parents  and  sisters, 
hitherto  affording  delight  in  mutual  confidence  and  intercourse,  now  oc¬ 
casion  only  embarrassment  and  confusion, — the  result  of  the  loss  of 
innocence  and  the  natural  purity  of  thought.  That  which  is  obtained  in 
exchange  for  previous  open,  ingenuous,  cheerful  demeanor,  is  morbid 
sullenness,  reserve,  and  passionate  irritability.  And  what  a  punishment 
follows!  One  is  compelled  to  have  every  fine  feeling  dulled,  if  not  de¬ 
stroyed,  to  contract  a  repugnance  to  everything  of  a  religious  nature, — 
prayer  and  public  worship  becoming  irksome,  and  a  penance  instead  of 
an  enjoyment!  Against  this  destruction  of  life, —  of  all  that  is  holy 
and  all  that  makes  life  happy, —  the  battle  must  be  fought  with  all  one’s 
energy. 

Some  shepherds  once  saw  an  eagle  soar  out  from  a  crag.  It  flew 
majestically  far  up  into  the  sky,  but  by  and  by  became  unsteady,  and 
began  to  waver  in  its  flight.  At  length  one  wing  dropped,  and  then  the 
other,  and  the  poor  bird  fell  swiftly  to  the  ground.  The  shepherds 
sought  the  fallen  bird,  and  found  that  a  little  serpent  had  fastened  itself 
upon  it  while  resting  on  the  crag.  The  eagle  did  not  know  that  the 
serpent  was  there.  But  it  crawled  in  through  the  feathers,  and  while 
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the  proud  monarch  was  sweeping  through  the  air,  its  fangs  were  thrust 
into  his  flesh,  and  he  came  reeling  into  the  dust.  -  It  is  the  story  of 
Samson;  it  is  the  story  of  many  a  life.  Some  secret  sin  has  long  been 
eating  its  way  into  the  heart,  and  at  last  the  proud  life  lies  soiled  and 
dishonored  in  the  dust. 

“There  is  yet  another  fool  whose  portrait  my  album  contains, ®  says 
a  noted  writer;  “  he  is  known  by  many  an  ugly  name,  —  libertine,  prod¬ 
igal,  Sensualist.  I  shall  not  affront  my  readers  by  describing  him 
further  than  by  saying  he  is  a  slave  to  his  baser  passions,  and  wallows 
in  the  mire  of  bestiality.  The  pure  shrink  from  his  lecherous  touch;  his 
very  breath  blights  every  innocent  thing.  The  stenchful  ichor  of  his 
lustful  life  makes  a  Sodom  of  every  place  which  he  habituates.  He  leers 
in  the  face  of  virtue,  and  has  only  a  sneer  for  every  mention  of  purity. 
His  literature  is  the  refuse  of  Holywell  Street;  his  haunts  are  the  tavern, 
the  casino,  and  places  which  I  hardly  dare  to  name.  Ah !  an  awful 
Nemesis  is  at  his  heels.  Rather  would  I  see  a  son  of  mine  laid  in  a 
pauper’s  grave,  than  see  him  fall  into  the  maw  of  this  besotted  devil. ® 

“Oh,®  cries  the  poor,  soiled,  broken-spirited  man  in  his  hour 
of  shame,  “create  in  me  a  clean  heart,  and  renew  a  right  spirit 
within  me!® 

Thousands  of  men  would  cut  off  their 
right  hands  to  be  free  from  the  results  of 
impurity. 

Two  tramps,  each  of  whom  showed  by  his 
looks,  manner,  and  conversation,  that  he  had 
sunk  from  far  better  things,  met  on  the  road,  and 
sat  down  by  the  wayside  to  converse.  “  What  brought 
you  to  this  sort  of  thing  ?  ®  asked  one. 

<(  Letting  my  imaginatiQn  run  on  subjects  with  which  it  had  no  busi¬ 
ness,  and  the  very  way  things  stick  to  one,®  was  the  reply.  «  I  was  a 
college  chap.  Wouldn’t  believe  it,  would  you  ?  My  family  and  friends 
expected  great  things  of  me.  I  was  taken  into  a  bank  by  one  of  my 
father’s  friends.  I  used  to  see  large  sums  of  money,  and  began  to  im¬ 
agine  how  it  would  seem  to  own  a  million.  I  went  over  and  over  in  my 
mind  what  I  would  do  with  it,  pictured  the  pleasure  I  would  have  and 
give  to  others,  and  what  a  big  swath  I  would  cut  in  the  world.  My 
salary  was  a  liberal  one,  but  these  imaginary  riches  made  me  despise  it. 
Then  I  began  to  fancy  I  was  wronged  by  not  having  a  much  larger  sal¬ 
ary,  and  by  and  by  I  began  taking  small  sums,  and,  growing  bolder  by 
finding  I  was  not  discovered,  I  appropriated  larger  and  larger  amounts. 

I  had  stolen  twenty  thousand  dollars  before  I  was  detected.® 

At  this  point  the  tramp  stopped,  and  swallowed  hard,  while  his  eyes 
filled  with  tears.  Presently  he  went  on:  — 
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w  Mv  father,  to  prevent  my  going  to  prison,  sold  his  business,  and  is, 
in  his  old  age,  a  poor  man.  The  girl  who  was  to  have  been  my  wife, 
whom  I  loved,  and  who  loved  me,  naturally  turned  away  from  a  felon. 
I  don’t  know  how  I  lived  through  it  all.  I  never  had  a  happy  hour  after 
I  began  to  take  the  bank’s  money.  I  could  not  stay  where  any  one 
knew  me.  I  went  West;  but,  wherever  I  have  found  work, — and  no 
very  good  places  were  to  be  had,  without  references, —  my  reputation 
has  always  followed  me.  The  world  seems  to  be  a  small,  whispering 
gallery  for  criminals.  At  length,  after  going  from  state  to  state,  and 
from  town  to  town,  with  my  story,  generally  exaggerated,  always  follow¬ 
ing  me,  I  became  so  discouraged  that  I  took  to  tramping.  I’d  give  the 
world  to  see  my  old  father,  but  I  can’t  face  him.  You’re  a  fellow  who 
looks  as  if  he  might  reform,  so  I  tell  you  this  with  the  hope  that  you’re 
not  too  deep  in  the  mire  to  step  out.  For  God’s  sake,  get  into  some¬ 
thing  decent  if  you  can,  and  keep  your  imagination  honest,  your 
thoughts  white!  Every  man’s  sin  finds  him  out;  and,  even  if  no  one  but 
himself  knew  it,  it  would  poison  every  moment  of  his  life  by  making 
him  despise  himself.  If  (  the  pure  in  heart  see  God,’  the  impure  in 
heart  see,  and  hear,  and  consort  with  the  Devil,  and  that  continually. 
Impurity  in  any  form  makes  Ishmaels  of  every  one  guilty  of  it.” 

The  listener  hung  his  head,  and  told  his  own  story: 

(<  Impurity  in  any  form,”  he  repeated.  (<  Ay,  verily!  My  sin  was 
different  from  and  worse  than  yours,  it  seems  to  me.  I,  too,  am  well 
educated,  and  my  people  are  well-to-do.  I  thought  it  was  being  manly 
to  be  what  my  pretended  friends  called  *  giddy*;  to  drink  and  smoke, 
and  to  consort  with  low  women.  Heaven  knows  how  I  sickened  at  first  of 
such  depravity,  but  I  persevered,  —  for  I  was  afraid  of  being  called  a 
(  softy  *  and  a  ( tenderfoot/ —  and  finally  could  act  drunkard  and  rouS 
with  the  best  —  or  worst  —  of  my  companions.  My  father  died  sud¬ 
denly  while  I  was  continuing  to  be  (  manly. *  That  sobered  me,  and  I 
tried  to  reform  and  to  settle  down  to  work;  but  few  would  trust  me,  and 
I  found,  instead  of  being  able  to  control  my  appetite  for  drink  and  my 
passions,  they  controlled  me,  and  tormented  me,  and  caused  me  to  lose 
every  place  I  secured.  I  don’t  think  there  will  be  any  need  of  a  future 
hell  for  such  as  I ;  I  suffer  torments  every  day  now.  I  am  bound  in 
chains.  I  am  an  Ishmael,  indeed.” 

There  was  silence  between  the  two.  (<  Tramps!”  saida  man  care¬ 
lessly  to  his  companion,  as  their  carriage  rolled  by,  realizing  not  at  all 
that  he  had  been  so  near  the  tragedy  of  two  lives  ruined  by  impurity. 

(<  Purity,”  says  Robert  E.  Speer,  (<  is  a  mark  of  manliness.  It  is  a 
sign  of  strength,  of  courage,  of  conquest.  Impurity  is  a  mark  of  cow¬ 
ardice,  of  weakness,  of  low  taste.  It  is  a  waste  and  rack  of  blackness 
blurring  the  blue  sky  through  which  the  soul  looks  up  to  God.  It  not 
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only  shuts  those  whom  it  soils  out  of  the  fellowship  of  all  true  men ;  it 
also  bars  against  them  the  doors  of  the  heavenly  fellowship. 

<(  Impurity  is  the  forfeiture  of  manliness.  The  true  man  must  be  un¬ 
tarnished.  James  went  so  far  as  to  declare  that  this  is  just  what  religion 
is.  (  Pure  religion  and  undefiled  before  God  and  the  Father  is  this 

.  .  to  keep  himself  unspotted  from  the  world.  >  That  was  his  def¬ 
inition  in  part.  The  true  man  must  be  pure  and  clean. 

(<  Every  true  man,  therefore,  shrinks  from  uncleanness.  He  knows 
what  it  means.  Impurity  makes  friendships  impossible.  It  robs  all  of 
life’s  intercourse  of  its  freshness  and  its  joyous  innocence.  It  sullies  all 
beauty.  It  does  these  things  chiefly  because  it  separates  men  from  God 
and  His*  vision.  (  Who  shall  ascend  into  the  hill  of  the  Lord  ?  Or  who 
shall  stand  in  His  holy  place  ?  He  that  hath  clean  hands,  and  a  pure 
heart. y  The  best  and  holiest  is  barred  to  the  stained  man.  Impurity 
makes  it  impossible  for  him  to  appreciate  what  is  pure  and  fine,  and  he 
is  given  no  place  where  only  pure  and  fine  things  are. 

<(  There  can  be  no  such  thing  as  an  impure  gentleman.  The  two 
words  contradict  each  other.  A  gentleman  must  be  pure.  He  need 
not  have  fine  clothes.  He  may  be  of  lowly  birth.  He  may  have  had 
few  advantages.  But  he  must  be  pure.  And,  if  he  have  all  outward 
grace  and  gift  and  be  inwardly  unclean,  though  he  may  call  himself  a 
gentleman,  he  is  a  liar  and  a  lie. 

(<  (  Wherewithal  shall  a  young  man  cleanse  his  way  ?  by  taking  heed 
thereto  according  to  the  word.*  And  how  can  we  keep  pure  ?  He  alone 
who  can  make  us  clean  can  keep  us  so;  but  we  have  our  part  to  do  in 
hating  all  uncleanness,  shrinking  from  every  spot,  thinking  pure 
thoughts,  cherishing  pure  and  noble  friendships,  speaking  sweet  and 
true  words,  and  remembering  constantly  Jesus  Christ,  who  was  pure  and 
undefiled  —  the  kind  of  man  we  wish  to  be.M 

O,  young  man,  guard  your  heart-purity!  Keep  innocency!  Never 
lose  it;  if  it  be  gone,  you  have  lost  from  the  casket  the  most  precious 
gift  of  God.  The  first  purity  of  imagination,  of  thought,  and  of  feeling, 
if  soiled,  can  be  cleansed  by  no  fuller’s  soap;  if  lost,  cannot  be  found, 
though  sought  carefully  with  tears.  If  a  harp  be  broken,  art  may  re¬ 
pair  it;  if  a  light  be  quenched,  the  flame  may  kindle  it;  but  if  a  flower  be 
crushed,  what  art  can  repair  it  ?  If  an  odor  be  wafted  away,  who  can 
collect  or  bring  it  back  ? 

In  Eastern  countries,  the  leper  is  compelled  to  cry  <(  Unclean,  unclean, M 
upon  the  approach  of  any  one  not  so  cursed.  What  a  blessing  to  humanity 
it  would  be  if  all  the  moral  lepers  were  compelled  to  cry,  <(  Unclean,  un¬ 
clean, w  before  they  approach  innocent  victims  with  their  deadly  contagion ! 

In  the  language  of  the  Basutes  it  appears  that  the  words  «  happiness  » 
and  w  purity  ®  are  synonymous. 
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Walter  Scott,  when  on  his  deathbed,  said  to  his  son-in-law,  «  Lock¬ 
hart,  I  have  but  a  minute  to  speak  to  you.  My  dear,  be  a  good  man:  be 
virtuous,  be  religious.” 

The  most  dangerous  writers  in  the  English  language  are  (j 
those  whose  artful  insinuations  and  mischievous  polish  re¬ 
flect  upon  the  mind  the  image  of  impurity,  without 
presenting  the  impurity  itself.  A  plain  vulgarity  in 
a  writer  is  its  own  antidote.  It  is  like  a  foe  who 
attacks  us  openly,  and  gives  us  opportunity  for 
defense.  But  impurity,  secreted  under 
beauty,  is  like  a  treacherous  friend  who 
Strolls  with  us  in  a  garden,  and  destroys  us 
by  the  odor  of  poisonous  flowers  proffered 
to  our  senses. 

Novels  of  the  French  school,  and  of  English  imi¬ 
tators,  are  sometimes  called  common  sewers  of  society, 
into  which  drain  the  concentrated  filth  of  the  worst  passions  of  the  worst 
cities.  <(  I  am  ashamed  and  outraged  when  I  think  that  wretches  could 
be  found  to  open  those  foreign  seals  and  let  out  their  plagues  upon  11s, — 
that  any  Satanic  Pilgrim  should  voyage  to  France  to  dip  from  the  dead 
sea  of  her  abomination  a  baptism  for  our  sons.  It  were  a  mercy,  rather, 
to  import  serpents  from  Africa  and  pour  them  out  on  our  prairies ;  lions 
from  Asia,  and  free  them  in  our  forests ;  lizards  and  scorpions  and  black 
tarantulas,  from  the  Indies,  and  put  them  in  our  gardens.  Men  could 
slay  these,  but  those  offspring-reptiles  of  the  French  mind,  who  can  kill 
them?  You  might  as  well  draw  sword  on  a  plague,  or  charge  a  malaria 
with  the  bayonet.” 

Keep  thyself  pure ! 

A  mind  retaining  all  the  dew  and  freshness  of  innocence  shrinks  from 


the  very  idea  of  impurity,  as  if  it  were  sin  to  have  thought  or  heard  of 
it, —  as  if  even  the  shadow  of  the  evil  could  leave  some  soil  upon  the 
unsullied  whiteness  of  the  virgin  mind.  (<  When  modest}7  is  once  ex¬ 
tinguished,  it  knows  not  a  return.” 

A  mayor  of  Philadelphia  said  he  could  rid  the  jails  of  two-thirds  of 
the  boy  criminals  in  the  next  year,  if  he  could  banish  bad  plays  from 
the  boards  of  the  variety  theaters,  and  put  bad  books  out  of  print. 

An  officer  of  the  British  government  declares  that  nearly  all  of  the 
boys  brought  before  the  criminal  courts  owe  their  downfall  to  impure 


reading. 

To  read  the  works  of  authors  whose  lines  drop  with  the  very  gall  of 
death;  to  vault  in  elegant  dress  as  near  to  the  edge  of  indecency  as  is  pos¬ 
sible  without  treading  over;  to  express  the  utmost  possible  impurity  so 
dextrc.usly  that  not  a  vulgar  word  is  used,  but  rosy,  glowing,  suggestive 
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language, —  this,  with  many,  is  refinement.  But  to  expose  the  prevalent 
vice;  to  meet  its  glittering  literature  with  the  plain  and  manly  language 
of  truth;  to  say  nothing  except  what  one  desires  to  say  plainly, —  this,  it 
seems,  is  vulgarity. 

Those  authors  who  soften  evil,  and  show  deformity,  with  tints  of 
beauty;  who  arm  their  general  purity  with  the  occasional  sting  of  im¬ 
purity, —  these  are  they  who  take  the  feet  out  of  the  straight  path  into 
the  path  of  seduction.  He  who  feeds  an  inflamed  appetite  with  food 
spiced  to  fire  is  less  guilty  than  he  who  hid  in  the  mind  the  leaven  which 
wrought  this  appetite. 

Parents  are,  in  many  cases,  responsible  for  the  impurity  of  their 
children.  Through  a  mistaken  sense  of  delicacy,  they  allow  the  awak¬ 
ened,  wandering  mind  of  the  child  to  receive  its  information  concerning 
its  physical  nature  from  the  mind  of  some  boy  or  girl  no  better  taught 
than  itself,  and  so  conceive  wholly  wrong  and  harmful  ideas  concerning 
things  of  which  it  is  vitally  important  that  every  human  being  should  at 
the  outset  of  life  have  clear  and  adequate  ideas.  Such  silence,  many 
times,  is  fatal,  and  always  foolish  and  wicked. 

<(  I  have  noticed, w  says  William  Acton,  “that  all  patients  who  have 
,  confessed  to  me  that  they  have  practised  vice,  lamented  that  they  were 
not,  when  children,  made  aware  of  its  consequences ;  and  I  have  been 
pressed  over  and  over  again  to  urge  on  parents,  guardians,  schoolmas¬ 
ters,  and  others  interested  in  the  education  of  youth,  the  necessity  of 
giving  to  their  charges  some  warning,  some  intimation,  of  their  danger. 
To  parents  and  guardians  I  offer  my  earnest  advice  that  they  should,  by 
hearty  sympathy  and  frank  explanation,  aid  their  charges  in  maintaining 
pure  lives. w  What  stronger  breastplate  than  a  heart  untainted  ? 

A  prominent  writer  says:  (<  If  young  persons  poison  their  bodies 
and  corrupt  their  minds  with  vicious  courses,  no  lapse  of  time,  after  a 
reform,  is  likely  to  restore  them  to  physical  soundness  and  the  soul- 
purity  of  their  earlier  days.  ® 

Jeremy  Taylor  thus  shows  the  various  effects  of  purity  on  all  the 
mental  and  moral  life :  “  A  pure  mind  in  a  chaste  body  is  the  mother 
of  wisdom  and  deliberation,  sober  counsels  and  ingenuous  actions,  open 
deportment  and  sweet  carriage,  sincere  principles  and  unprejudicate 
understanding,  love  of  God  and  self-denial,  peace  and  confidence,  holy 
prayers  and  spiritual  comfort,  and  a  pleasure  of  spirit  infinitely  greater 
than  the  sottish  pleasure  of  unchastity. w 

There  is  one  idea  concerning  purity  which  should  never  have  been 
concerned,  and,  having  been  conceived,  should  be,  once  and  forever, 
eternally  exploded.  It  is  that  purity  is  different  in  the  different  sexes. 

It  would  be  loosening  the  foundations  of  virtue  to  countenance  the 
notion  that,  because  of  a  difference  in  sex,  men  are  at  liberty  to  set 
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morality  at  defiance,  and  to  do  with  impunity  that  which,  if  done  by  a 
woman,  would  stain  her  character  for  life.  To  maintain  a  pure  and 
virtuous  condition  of  society,  therefore,  man  as  well  as  woman  must  be 
virtuous  and  pure,  both  alike  shunning  all  acts  infringing  on  the  heart, 
character,  and  conscience, —  shunning  them  as  poison,  which,  once  im¬ 
bibed,  can  never  be  entirely  thrown  out  again,  but  mentally  embitters, 
to  a  greater  or  less  extent,  the  happiness  of  after  life. 

A  preacher  once  took  occasion  to  instance  the  way  in  which  God 
judges  purity,  and  spoke  of  men  who  had  one  standard  of  morality  for 
women,  and  another — and  much  lower  one — for  themselves.  He 
pointed  out  that  in  China,  while  infidelity  in  a  wife  would  be  visited  by 
capital  punishment,  inflicted  in  a  manner  too  horrible  to  describe,  yet, 
in  case  of  a  husband,  the  sin  was  practically  regarded  as  a  very  unim¬ 
portant  matter.  Soon  after,  a  well-dressed  man  in  the  congregation 
arose  from  his  seat,  and,  coming  up  to  the  preacher,  said :  <(  Sir,  you 
have  taught  me  to-day  a  lesson  which  I  shall  never  forget.  You  have 
made  me  feel  that  God  requires  purity  in  men  as  much  as  in  women.  I 
had  never  thought  of  these  things  in  this  way  before.  I  shall  remember 
what  you  have  said,  and  I  thank  you  for  it. ” 

To  put  it  on  the  very  lowest  ground,  I  am  certain  that  if  young  men 
knew  and  realized  the  fearful  risks  to  health  that  they  take  by  indulging 
in  gross  impurities  they  would  put  them  by  with  a  shudder  of  disgust 
and  aversion.  It  may  very  easily  happen  —  it  very  often  actually  does 
happen  —  that  one  single  step  aside  from  the  path  of  purity  clouds  a 
man’s  whole  life  with  misery  and  suffering;  and  not  only  that,  but  even 
entails  lifelong  disease  on  children  yet  unborn.  (Exodus  xx. :  5,  6.) 

Keep  good,  pure  company.  Never  take  for  companions  or  friends 
those  who  have  no  high  aim  in  life  or  those  who  sneer  at  virtue.  Choose 
those  who  are  clean,  and  wholesome,  and  who  want  to  be  somebody  and 
to  do  something  in  the  world.  Have  no  secret  companions  to  whom  you 
would  not  introduce  your  sister  or  your  mother. 

In  every  realm  of  life, — the  physical,  moral,  mental,  intellectual, — 
there  is  no  more  practical,  necessary,  health-preserving,  success-assuring 
command  than  (<  Keep  thyself  pure.” 

The  only  amaranthine  flower  on  earth  is  virtue. —  Cowper. 

Virtue  alone  outbuilds  the  pyramids: 

Her  monuments  shall  last,  when  Egypt’s  fall. 

—  Young. 
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Let  thy  attire  be  comely,  but  not  costly. —  Lyly. 

Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy, 

But  not  expressed  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy ; 

For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man. 

—  Shakespeare. 

He  is  only  fantastical  that  is  not  in  fashion. —  Burton. 

As  good  be  out  of  the  world  as  out  of  fashion. —  Colley  Cibber. 

We  sacrieice  to  dress,  till  household  joys 
And  comforts  cease.  Dress  drains  our  cellars  dry, 

And  keeps  our  larders  lean ;  puts  out  our  tires, 

And  introduces  hunger,  frost,  and  woe, 

W  here  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign. 

—  COW  I’ER. 

Oh!  ie  to  dance  all  night,  and  dress  all  day, 

Charmed  the  smallpox  or  chased  old  age  away, 

To  patch,  nay,  ogle,  might  become  a  saint, 

Nor  could  it,  sure,  be  such  a  sin  to  paint. 

—  Alexander  Pope. 

Bf.  not  the  first  by  whom  the  new  is  tried, 

Nor  yet  the  last  to  lay  the  old  aside. 

—  Alexander  Pope. 

I  hold  that  gentleman  to  be  the  best  dressed  whose  dress  no  one  observes. 

—  Anthony  Trollope. 

Dress  has  a  moral  effect  upon  the  conduct  of  mankind.  Let  any  gentleman 
find  himself  with  dirty  boots,  an  old  surtout,  a  soiled  neckcloth,  and  a  general  neg¬ 
ligence  of  dress,  and  he  will,  in  all  probability,  find  a  corresponding  disposition  by 
negligence  of  address.  — Sir  Jonah  Barrington. 

As  a  general  thing,  an  individual  who  is  neat  in  his  person  is  neat  in  his 
morals.  — H.  W.  Shaw. 

We  are  all  charmed  by  neatness  of  person. —  Ovid. 

(<  Through  dress  the  mind  may  be  read,  as  through  the  delicate  tissue  the 
lettered  page.H 

(<  Half  of  an  army’s  discipline  is  due  to  the  uniform. w 
(<  Great  expenditure  cannot  conceal  bad  taste. ® 

i  r hat  can  you  do  ?  ”  asked  the  manager  of  a  large  business  concern, 
YY  glancing  askance  at  the  shabbily-dressed,  slovenly,  unkempt 
young  man  who  had  applied  to  him  for  a  position.  (<  ’Most 
anything,  sir,”  was  the  reply.  <(  Can  you  do  odd  jobs,  such  as  dusting,  for 
instance  ?  ”  (<  Oh,  yes,  indeed,”  said  the  man  looking  up  in  wonder  at 

his  question.  (<  Then  why  don’t  you  begin  on  your  hat  ?  ”  was  the  unex¬ 
pected  query.  The  applicant  had  not  thought  of  turning  his  ability  to 
dust  in  that  direction.  (<  Can  you  clean  leather  goods  ?  ”  continued  the 
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manager.  “Yes,  I  can  do  anything  in  that  line.,)  “Then  it  is  sheer 
carelessness  on  your  part  that  your  shoes  are  not  clean. ®  “Can  you 
scrub  ?  ®  persisted  the  disquieting  questioner.  «  Yes. »  «  Then  I 

can  give  you  something  to  do.  Go  out  and  try  your 
strength  on  that  collar  you  have  on.  But  don't  come 
back. ® 

The  discomfited  applicant  turned  on  his  heel, 
and,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  profited  by  the  lesson  which 
the  keen  business  man  had  imparted.  His  shabby 
clothes  would  not  have  barred  him  from  getting  the 
position  for  which  he  had  applied,  for  shabby 
clothes  are  often  the  badge  of  necessity  rather 
than  of  slovenliness  or  want  of  taste ;  but  for  soiled 
linen,  muddy  shoes,  dust-covered  hat  and  coat,  and 
general  untidiness,  there  is  no  excuse.  Besides,  char¬ 
acter,  which,  as  Emerson  says,  cannot  be  concealed, 
proclaims  itself  in  one’s  dress;  and,  while  there  are,  doubtless,  exceptions 
to  the  rule,  it  may  be  accepted  on  general  principles  that  young  men  and 
women  who  are  careless  and  untidy  in  regard  to  dress  and  personal  ap¬ 
pearance  will  do  careless  and  indifferent  work. 

“  Neither  virtue  nor  ability  will  make  you  appear  like  a  gentleman,  if 
your  dress  is  slovenly  and  improper,®  said  General  Lee,  the  leader  of 
the  Confederate  forces,  in  warning  a  young  man  of  the  disadvantages  of 
wearing  a  shabby  coat.  The  warning  applies  with  equal,  if  not  greater, 
force  in  these  days  of  rapid  work,  rapid  transit,  rapid  communication, 
rapid  business  methods.  Employers  of  labor,  busy  men  and  women  of 
the  world,  have  not  time  to  study  minutely  those  who  apply  to  them  for 
positions;  they  are  obliged  to  judge  largely  by  appearances.  Who  can 
doubt,  then,  other  things  being  equal,  that  the  young  man  or  woman 
neatly  and  becomingly  dressed  —  not  expensively  or  showily  —  will  have 
a  better  chance  of  securing  a  position  than  the  applicant  who  presents 
himself  in  shabby  or  slovenly  attire  ? 

Herbert  H.  Vreeland,  who  has  risen  in  a  short  time  from  a  section 
hand  on  the  Long  Island  Railroad  to  the  presidency  of  all  the  surface 
railways  in  New  York  City,  and  who  is  now  a  large  employer  of  labor 
himself,  should  be  a  practical  authority  on  this  subject.  In  the  course 
of  an  address  on  how  to  attain  success,  he  said :  — 


“  Clothes  don't  make  the  man,  but  good  clothes  have  got  many  a  man 
a  good  job.  If  you  have  twenty-five  dollars,  and  want  a  job,  it  is  better 
to  spend  twenty  dollars  for  a  suit  of  clothes,  four  dollars  for  shoes,  and  the 
rest  for  a  shave,  a  hair-cut,  and  a  clean  collar,  and  walk  to  the  place,  than 
go  with  the  money  in  the  pockets  of  a  dingy  suit.® 
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No  young'  man  or  woman  who  wishes  to  retain  that  most  potent  fac¬ 
tor  of  the  successful  life  self-respect,  can  afford  to  be  negligent  in  the 
matter  of  dress,  for  <(  the  character  is  subdued  to  what  it  is  clothed  in.” 
As  the  consciousness  of  being  well  dressed  tends  to  grace  and  ease  of 
manner,  so  shabby,  ill-fitting,  or  soiled  attire  makes  one  feel  awkward 
and  constrained,  lacking  in  dignity  and  importance.  Our  clothes  unmis¬ 
takably  affect  our  feelings,  as  any  one  knows  who  has  experienced  the 
sensation —  and  who  has  not  — that  comes  from  being  attired  in  new  and 
becoming  raiment.  Poor,  ill-fitting,  or  soiled  garments  are  detrimental 
to  morals  and  manners.  “  The  consciousness  of  clean  linen,”  says  Eliza¬ 
beth  Stuart  Phelps,  (<  is,  in  and  of  itself,  a  source  of  moral  strength,  sec¬ 
ond  only  to  that  of  a  clean  conscience.  A  well-ironed  collar  or  a  fresh 
glove  has  carried  many  a  man  through  an  emergency  in  which  a  wrinkle 
or  a  rip  would  have  defeated  him.” 

The  importance  of  attending  to  little  details — the  perfection  of 
which  really  constitutes  the  well-dressed  man  or  woman  —  is  well  illus¬ 
trated  by  this  story  of  a  young  woman’s  failure  to  secure  a  desirable 
position.  One  of  those  large-souled  women  of  wealth,  in  which  our 
generation  is  rich,  had  established  an  industrial  school  for  girls  in  which 
they  received  a  good  English  education  and  were  trained  to  be  self- 
supporting.  She  needed  the  services  of  a  superintendent  and  teacher, 
and  considered  herself  fortunate  when  the  trustees  of  the  institution  rec¬ 
ommended  to  her  a  young  woman  whose  tact,  knowledge,  perfect  man¬ 
ners,  and  general  fitness  for  the  position  they  extolled  in  the  highest 
terms.  She  was  invited  by  the  founder  of  the  school  to  call  on  her  at 
once.  Apparently  the  young  woman  possessed  all  the  required  qualifi¬ 
cations;  and  yet,  without  assigning  any  reason,  Mrs.  V.  absolutely  re¬ 
fused  to  give  her  a  trial.  Long  afterward,  when  questioned  by  a  friend 
as  to  the  cause  of  her  seemingly  inexplicable  conduct  in  refusing  to  en¬ 
gage  so  competent  a  teacher,  she  replied:  “  It  was  a  trifle,  but  a  trifle  in 
which,  as  in  an  Egyptian  hieroglyphic,  lay  a  volume  of  meaning.  The 
young  woman  came  to  me  fashionably  and  expensively  dressed,  but  with 
torn  and  soiled  gloves,  affd  half  of  the  buttons  off  her  shoes.  A  slov¬ 
enly  women  is  not  a  fit  guide  for  any  young  girl.”  Probably  the  appli¬ 
cant  never  knew  why  she  did  not  obtain  the  position,  for  she  was 
undoubtedly  well  qualified  to  fill  it  in  every  other  respect,  except  in  this 
seemingly  unimportant  matter  of  attention  to  the  little  details  of  dress. 

“He  is  a  very  great  and  very  distinguished  man,”  says  a  recent 
writer,  <(  who  can  afford,  in  this  period  of  the  world’s  civilization,  to 
wear  bad  clothes.”  It  is  open  to  question  whether  any  man  or  woman, 
however  distinguished  or  great,  can  afford  to  wear  bad  clothes.  They 
may  be  tolerated  because  of  the  rank  or  fame  or  wealth  of  the  wearer, 
but  just  as  surely  do  they  detract  from  the  appearance  and  dignity  of 
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the  person,  as  an  ugly  or  inharmonious  setting  mars  the  effect  of  a 
beautiful  picture.  It  is  really  a  duty  to  society,  as  well  as  to  oneself,  to 
dress  as  well  and  as  becomingly  as  one’s  means  permit.  Those  only 
who  study  their  own  peculiar  characteristics  and  needs,  instead  of 
slavishly  following  or  attempting  to  follow  (<the  mode/  are  becomingly 
dressed,  and  at  their  best.  Those  who  know  Sara  Bernhardt  say  that 
her  manner,  like  her  gowns,  is  a  lesson  in  gracefulness,  ease,  simplicity, 
and  dignity;  that  she  dresses  herself  to  perfection  because  she  expresses 
her  best  characteristics  in  her  gowns,  and  in  them  also  hides  her  faults. 
Who  shall  say  that  the  perfection  of  her  dress  has  not  much  to  do  with 
the  perfection  of  her  manner  ?  No,  whether  you  be  great  or  small, 
whether  you  are  at  the  top  of  the  ladder  of  success,  or  looking  up  long¬ 
ingly  from  the  bottom,  you  cannot  afford  to  be  careless  of  your  dress. 
It  is,  of  course,  a  matter  of  greater  importance  to  young  men  and 
women  struggling  upward,  than  to  those  who  have  won  a  foothold  in 
the  world;  for  its  moral  influence  on  themselves,  and  its  effect  on  others, 
may  play  a  large  part  in  shaping  their  future.  Its  silent,  unconscious 
power,  and  the  far-reaching  results  which  so  often  flow  from  it,  are  ad¬ 
mirably  illustrated  in  the  true  story  of  a  shoeblack  told  by  Lida  A. 
Churchill,  in  the  New  York  (<  Independent. ” 

Like  most  of  his  brother  shoeblacks,  this  little  fellow  was  ragged  and 
out  at  elbows.  But  he  was  the  proud  possessor  of  a  pair  of  shoes,  and 
one  day  he  conceived  the  happy  idea  of  “shining”  them  as  an  advertise¬ 
ment  for  his  work.  He  was  very  much  impressed  by  their  brilliant  ap¬ 
pearance,  but  mortified  to  find  that  the  frayed  and  ragged 
edges  of  his  trousers,  which  he  had  not  noticed  before, 
compared  very  unfavorably  with  his  shining  footgear, 
and  he  resolved  that,  if  his  advertisement  were  to 
have  any  effect,  his  trousers  also  must  be  “  shined.” 

When  he  went  home  that  evening,  he  begged  his 
mother  to  cut  off  the  offending  edges  and  put  on  a 
binding.  The  next  morning  he  felt  a  new  sense  of 
dignity  as  he  sallied  forth  to  his  accustomed  stand,  in 
all  the  glory  of  glossy  black  boots  and  neatly  mended 
trousers.  His  satisfaction  was  marred,  however,  by 
the  consciousness  that  his  coat,  greasy  and  shabby,  and 
his  tattered  cap,  were  not  in  harmony  with  his  trous¬ 
ers.  By  dint  of  close  economy  and  the  extra  profits  of  in¬ 
creased  business, —  the  result  of  his  improved  appearance, — 
he  saved  enough  to  buy  an  entire  new  suit  of  clothes.  The  new  raiment 
kindled  hiofher  ambitions  in  the  heart  of  the  little  shoeblack.  He  must 
keep  the  pace  set  by  his  clothes,  and  he  felt  that  they  were  superior  to 
his  work.  He  must  get  something  to  do  more  in  keeping  with  them. 
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opened  his  heart  to  a  friendly  customer,  and  the  prosperous  merchant, 
pleased  with  the  boy’s  spirit,  gave  him  a  place  as  a  messenger  in  his 
establishment.  Years  afterward,  when  the  ragged  shoeblack  had  become 
the  wealthy  head  of  a  large  firm,  he  attributed  all  his  success  to  the  effort 
«  to  live  up  to  his  boots. ”  That  lucky  «  shine  ”  had  made  a  man  of  him. 

Goldsmith  was  much  nearer  the  truth  when  he  declared  that  «  an  em¬ 
peror  in  his  nightcap  will  not  meet  with  half  the  respect  of  an  emperor 
with  a  crown, ”  than  when  he  uttered  the  more  poetic  sentiment  that 
(<  beauty  unadorned  is  still  adorned  the  most.”  Maud  Muller,  with  bare, 
brown  feet  and  torn  hat,  might  be  very  attractive  to  the  eye  of  a  poet, 
or  an  artist  in  search  of  a  model,  but  to  practical  business  men  and 
women,  not  in  search  of  models  or  poetic  sentiments,  Maud  in  tan  shoes, 
a  natty  straw  hat,  and  a  pretty  muslin  frock,  would  have  been  much 
more  attractive. 

Many  young  men  and  women  make  the  mistake  of  thinking  that 
<(  well  dressed  ”  necessarily  means  being  expensively  dressed,  and,  with 
this  erroneous  idea  in  mind,  they  fall  into  as  great  a  pitfall  as  those  who 
think  clothes  are  of  no  importance.  They  devote  the  time  that  should 
be  given  to  the  culture  of  head  and  heart  to  studying  their  toilets,  and 
planning  how  they  can  buy,  out  of  their  limited  salaries,  this  or  that  ex¬ 
pensive  hat,  or  tie,  or  coat,  which  they  see  exhibited  in  some  fashionable 
store.  If  they  cannot  by  any  possibility  afford  the  coveted  article,  they 
buy  some  cheap,  tawdry  imitation,  whose  only  effect  is  to  make  them 
look  ridiculous.  Young  men  of  this  stamp  wear  cheap  rings,  vermilion- 
tinted  ties,  and  broad  checks,  and,  as  a  rule,  they  occupy  cheap  posi¬ 
tions.  Like  the  dandy,  whom  Carlyle  describes  as  t(  a  clothes-wearing 
man, —  a  man  whose  trade,  office,  and  existence  consists  in  the  wearing 
of  clothes, —  every  faculty  of  whose  soul,  spirit,  person,  and  purso  is 
heroically  consecrated  to  this  one  object,”  they  live  to  dress,  and  have 
no  time  to  devote  to  self-culture  or  to  fitting  themselves  for  higher 
positions. 

The  overdressed  young  woman  is  merely  the  feminine  of  the  over¬ 
dressed  young  man.  The  manners  of  both  seem  to  have  a  subtle  con¬ 
nection  with  their  clothes.  They  are  loud,  flashy,  vulgar.  Their  style 
of  dress  bespeaks  a  type  of  character  even  more  objectionable  than 
that  of  the  slovenly,  untidily  dressed  person.  The  world  accepts  the 
truth  announced  by  Shakespeare  that  (<  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the 
man;”  and  the  man  and  the  woman,  too,  are  frequently  condemned  by 
the  very  garb  which  they  think  makes  them  so  irresistible.  At  first  sight, 
it  may  seem  hasty  or  superficial  to  judge  men  or  women  by  their  clothes, 
but  experience  has  proved,  again  and  again,  that  they  do,  as  a  rule, 
measure  the  sense  and  self-respect  of  the  wearer;  and  aspirants  to  suc¬ 
cess  should  be  as  careful  in  choosing  their  dress  as  their  companions,  for 
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the  old  adage:  ((  Tell  me  thy  company  and  I  will  tell  thee  what  thou  art,” 
is  offset  by  thiswise  saying  of  some  philosopher  of  the  commonplace: 
<(  Show  me  all  the  dresses  a  woman  has  worn  in  the  course  of  her  life, 
and  I  will  write  you  her  biography.  ” 

<(  The  ideal  dress,”  says  a  noted  clubwoman,  <(  should  have  individual¬ 
ity,  and  should  be  practical  and  beautiful.  Dress  reformers  fail  because 
they  ignore  beauty.  Fashion  fails  because  it  aims  at  novelty  and  sensa¬ 
tion,  with  small  regard  for  beauty.  ” 

Nature  has  given  every  flower  its  own  peculiar  foliage,  each  differing 
from  every  other  in  detail;  and  to  what  extent  the  beauty  of  the  flower 
is  enhanced  b}^  the  appropriateness  of  its  leafage  is  apparent  to  the  dull¬ 
est  eye.  How  much  of  the  charm  of  the  violet  would  be  lost,  were  it  to 
be  plucked  from  its  modest  background  of  lowly  clustering  soft  green 
leaves,  and  set  upon  a  thorny  rose  bush!  And  how  out  of  place  the 
queenly  rose  would  seem  if  transplanted  to  the  violet’s  humble  bed! 

Yet  this  violence  to  nature  would  not  be  more  incongruous  than 
the  taste,  or,  rather,  lack  of  taste,  shown  by  the  average  woman  in  her 
choice  of  apparel.  In  trying  to  adapt  herself  to  the  dictates  of  fashion, 
she  utterly  disregards  the  peculiar  needs  of  her  face  and  figure.  She 
does  not  seem  to  realize  that  she,  too,  is  a  product  of  nature,  and  that, 
in  order  to  look  her  best,  as  nature  certainly  intended  her  to,  she  must 
see  to  it  that  her  dress,  which  is  to  her  what  foliage  is  to  a  flower,  be 
appropriate  and  becoming.  What  makes  a  flower  garden  so  delightful, 
so  refreshing  to  the  eye,  so  soothing  to  the  senses  ?  Is  it  not  the  variety 
of  beauty,  spread  out  before  us,  combined  with  perfect  harmony  of  color 
and  leaf  ?  No  two  flowers  are  alike,  yet  all  are  beautiful.  A  roomful 
of  girls  and  women  would  be  as  pleasing  to  the  eye  as  a  flower  gar¬ 
den,  if  each  consulted  her  individuality  in  the  selection  of  gowns  and 
bonnets,  instead  of  rigidly  adhering  to  some  set  rules  of  fashion,  and 
making  herself  hideous  or  ridiculous. 

<(  Let  each  woman,”  says  Ruskin,  ((  find  the  style  of  dress  becoming 
to  her,  and  always  continue  to  wear  it.  A  crowd  would  then  become  a 
picturesque  pageant  instead  of  a  monotonous  repetition  of  the  same  dull 
figure.”  Any  one  walking  through  the  principal  streets  of  New  York, 
Boston,  Chicago,  Philadelphia,  or  any  other  of  our  leading  cities,  cannot 
fail  to  be  disagreeably  impressed  with  this  <(  monotonous  repetition  of  the 
same  dull  figure,” — dull  when  it  is  not  extravagantly  bizarre  or  ridicu¬ 
lous,  as  it  so  often  is.  Of  course  it  is  not  necessary,  nor  did  Ruskin 
mean  to  imply,  that  one  should  always  wear  a  gown  of  the  same  cut  and 
texture,  but  rather  that  it  should  always  be  suitable  to  the  wearer. 

What  is  Millet’s  definition  of  the  beautiful  ?  Simply  that  the  beauti¬ 
ful  is  the  suitable.  Women  and  girls  who  are  gifted  with  sound  common 
sense  in.  other  directions,  seem  to  have  none  when  it  is  a  question  of 
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clothes.  How  many  display  as  much  absence  of  judgment  in  the  de¬ 
tails  of  costume  as  that  worthy  matron  so  amusingly  described  by  George 
Fleming  in  «  For  Plain  Women  Only. w 

(<  You  will  surely  admit  that  the  ruffle  is  the  birthright  of  the  meager. 
Slender  women,  long-necked,  small-faced,  may  fly  to  it  for  a  suggestion 
of  softness  and  quaintness  singularly  pleasing.  But  the  massive, 
the  red-faced,  the  squarely-built,  the  pyramidal,  the  portentous! 
I  met  a  distinguished  woman,  the  other  day,  and,  before  I 
had  even  laid  eyes  on  her,  one  of  her  friends  had  described 
her  to  me  as  having  the  figure  of  a  shelter  tent.  I  saw 
her;  I  lunched  with  her,  in  fact;  and,  during  lunch,  had 
occasion  to  remark  more  than  once  upon  the  exceeding 
good  nature  and  common  sense  of  many  of  the  opinions 
and  ideas  which  she  was  sheltering.  And  then,  before 
we  said  good-bye,  I  saw  her  rise  and  tie  on  a  large,  enor¬ 
mous,  spreading,  black  chiffon  ruffle.  It  was  trimming 
a  three-decker.  It  was  a  neck-gear  devised  and  pat¬ 
ented  for  the  small,  alluring,  pointed  face  of  a  Mary, 
Queen  of  Scots;  and  she  tied  it  about  her,  about  her 
throat,  about  where  her  throat  might  have  been  under 
freer  and  lesser  circumstances,  with  all  the  complacency 
of  British  virtue  following  the  fashion.  She  came  in  like  a  shelter  tent, 
and  she  went  away  from  that  luncheon  party  looking  —  like  an  omnibus. 

(<  The  other  people  there  saw  nothing  but  a  great  lady  walking  out  of 
a  London  drawing-room,  and  perhaps  not  more  than  one  or  two  of  those 
present  realized  the  grotesque  little  tragedy  of  this  honest,  straightfor¬ 
ward,  simple-minded  lady  made  into  a  caricature, — a  gargoyle  on  the 
temple  of  fashion, —  by  the  convolutions  of  a  few  yards  of  black  gauze 
and  the  fiendish  stupidity  of  an  expensive  milliner.  As  for  herself,  poor 
soul!  there  isn’t  a  doubt  that  she  was  perfectly  self-possessed  and  pleased 
and  happy.  Why  not  ?  She  had  seen  other  women,  hundreds  of  other 
women,  with  other  figures,  and  other  countenances,  and  quite  other  arms, 
and  shoulders,  and  heads,  driving  past  her  carriage  in  the  park,  and  all 
of  them  smothered  in  flutings,  and  frillings,  and  fluffings  of  black  lace 
ruffling. » 

Max  O’Rell,  in  a  humorous  account  of  a  visit  to  the  parlors  of  a  fash¬ 
ionable  London  milliner,  gives  an  instance  of  the  way  in  which  a  great 
many  women,  young  and  old,  select  their  head-gear.  In  this  case,  the 
purchaser  was  past  middle  age,  with  a  stiff,  angular  figure  and  a  long 
pointed  face,  from  which  her  iron-gray  hair  was  drawn  away  into  a  Gre¬ 
cian  knot  at  the  back  of  her  head.  After  trying  on  various  hats  and 
bonnets,  all  designed  according  to  the  «  latest  style, »  her  eye  lighted  upon 
a  delicate  creation  of  pale  blue  tulle  and  rosebuds,  which  none  but  a 
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dainty  blonde  of  not  more  than  twenty  summers  could  venture  to  wear 
without  disaster.  « What  is  the  price  of  that  hat  ? »  asked  the  lady, 
pointing  to  it.  «  Ten  guineas,  madam, »  replied  the  milliner.  «  Let  me 
try  it  on.x  The  hat  was  placed  on  her  head.  What  mattered  it  that 
the  dainty  conceit  seemed  to  mock  the  sallow  face  and  faded  hair  of  the 
elderly  woman,  and  to  accentuate  the  lack  of  charms  which  must  have 
characterized  her  even  in  youth,  for  the  hat  had  caught  her  fancy,  and 
the  question  of  suitability  —  the  test  of  beauty — did  not  enter  into  her 
consideration.  The  hat  was  purchased,  and,  doubtless,  the  worthy 
dame  wore  it  with  as  much  self-complacency  as  the  expansive  matron  of 
Mr.  Fleming’s  acquaintance  wore  her  chiffon  ruffle. 

(<  Why  are  we  women  not  more  sensible  and  practical?”  queries  an 
enthusiastic  writer  on  the  subject  of  dress.  (<  Why  do  we  not  consider 
what  is  suitable,  and  realize  that  appropriateness  is  the  first  requisite  of 
beauty  ? 

(<  Beauty  is  in  itself  such  an  unquestioned  source  of  happiness  to  the 
creator  and  to  the  beholder  that  it  is  its  own  excuse,  and  a  desirable 
thing.  It  is  a  duty  to  dress  well;  but  the  laws  of  health  must  always 
be  obeyed.  Nothing  which  in  itself  leads  to  ill-health,  weakness,  or 
uselessness,  can  be  beautiful. 

(<  Individuality  should  be  sought  up  to  the  point  where  it  affronts,  and 
thereby  weakens  influence.  There  is  great  gain  in  choosing  a  style  and 
clinging  to  it.  This  style  need  not  be  rigid.  Skirts  may  vary  in  full¬ 
ness,  sleeves  may  vary  in  size,  and  yet  the  general  style  be  maintained. 
Such  practice  would  tend  to  put  value  into  fabrics  rather  than  into  trim¬ 
mings.  ® 

The  injurious  effects  of  tight  lacing  and  tight  shoes  are  too  well  known 
to  need  recapitulation  here.  Happily  the  constantly  increasing  stress 
laid  upon  physical  culture,  as  a  necessary  branch  of  education,  and  the 
great  and  growing  popularity. of  healthy  athletic  exercises  and  outdoor 
sports  in  girls’  colleges,  and  among  women  generally,  is  tending  to  a 
large  extent  to  do  away  with  those  evils.  The  modern  young  woman 
who  plays  golf,  rows,  fences,  or  takes  part  in  most  of  the  games  hitherto 
exclusively  enjoyed  by  her  brother,  has  too  much  sense  to  hamper  her 
movements  by  squeezing  her  waist  or  her  toes.  But  in  spite  of  her  good 
sense  in  rejecting  (<  wasp  waists”  and  (<  Chinese  feet,”  and  in  adopting 
the  ((  rainy-day  or  bicycle  skirt,”  she  still,  in  too  many  instances,  sins 
against  health  in  clinging  to  the  <( trailing  skirt”  in  the  street,  in  the 
office  and  studio  and  in  other  places  to  which  it  is  entirely  unsuited,  again 
violating  the  test  of  beauty, —  suitability.  A  recent  writer  uses  very 
vigorous  language  in  condemning  this  foolish  fashion.  <(  If  it  were  pos¬ 
sible,”  says  this  critic,  (<  to  quarantine  those  dangerous  women  who  sweep 
their  trailing  skirts  along  the  nameless  vileness  of  the  streets,  carrying 
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into  houses  what  dangers  of  infection  chance  may  have  strewn  along 
their  ruthless  path,  it  would  be  an  undisguised  blessing  to  the  helpless 
sufferers  from  this  strange  lapse  from  a  sense  of  decency ,  so  deplorably 
widespread.  ” 

Men,  in  modern  times,  at  least,  refuse  to  become  enslaved  to  the  in¬ 
visible,  mysterious  tyrant  we  name  fashion,  hence ;  their  dress,  though 
not  artistic,  is  designed  for  comfort  and  convenience  rather  than  for  the 
display  of  the  wares  of  the  dry  goods  merchant,  or  the  ingenuity  of  the 
tailor.  But  even  they,  as  well  as  their  wives  and  daughters  and  sisters, 
are  martyrs  to  the  uncomfortable  stock  collar,  and  the  ungainly  silk  hat 
is  still  regarded  as  indispensable  to  the  well-dressed  man. 

Men  are  as  lacking  in  the  matter  of  individuality  in  dress  as  are  women, 
and  the  one  who  has  the  courage  to  wear  what  is  becoming,  if  in  doing 
so  he  departs  from  established  usage,  is  laughed  at  as  an  (<  eccentric  ®  or 
a  «  crank. »  And  so  the  endless  procession  of  <(  city  men,®  clothed  in  the 
regulation  pattern  hat,  coat,  trousers,  vest,  and  tie,  is  as  monotonous  and 
depressing  as  is  the  stereotyped  figure  of  the  fashion-plate-modeled 
woman. 

What  a  refreshing  oasis  in  the  desert  of  dullness  is  the  person  who 
clothes  himself  or  herself  according  to  the  dictates  of  a  refined  taste 
rather  than  the  whimsical  vagaries  of  a  vulgar  fashion! 

A  famous  Philadelphia  jurist,  at  one  time  attorney-general,  continued 
to  wear  during  his  old  age  the  cambric  ruffles  and  velvet  waistcoats 
which  were  the  fashion  in  his  youth.  His  stately  dress  was  a  pleasant 
variation  from  the  monotony  of  most  men’s  garments,  and  certainly  de¬ 
tracted  nothing  from  the  effect  of  his  eloquence  upon  his  hearers. 

Queen  Alexandra,  while  averse  to  eccentricities  of  all  kinds,  has  al¬ 
ways  dressed  in  a  way  which  maintains  her  individuality.  Her  style  of 
coiffure  remains  the  same,  and  a  certain  cut  of  skirt  adopted  by  her  when 
she  was  Princess  of  Wales,  has  been  known  as  (<  the  princess  ®  for 
many  years.  Artists  and  actresses  who  design  their  own  clothes  are 
usually  the  best  dressed  people,  because  they  follow  the  simple  lines  of 
the  figure,  which  harmonize  with  the  personality  of  the  wearer. 

<(  How  exquisitely  absurd  it  is,®  says  Sydney  Smith,  to  teach  a  girl 
that  beauty  is  of  no  value,  dress  of  no  use.  Beauty  is  of  value.  Her 
whole  prospect  and  happiness  in  life  may  often  depend  upon  a  new 
gown  or  a  becoming  bonnet.  If  she  has  five  grains  of  common  sense, 
she  will  find  this  out.  The  great  thing  is  to  teach  her  their  proper 
value.  ® 

It  is  true  that  clothes  do  not  make  the  man,  but  they  have  a  much 
larger  influence  on  man’ s  life  than  we  are  wont  to  attribute  to  them. 
Prentice  Mulford  declares  dress  to  be  one  of  the  avenues  for  the  spiritu¬ 
alization  of  the  race.  This  is  not  an  extravagant  statement,  when  we 
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remember  what  an  effect  clothes  have  in  inciting  to  personal  cleanliness, 
which  is  said  to  be  (<  next  to  godliness.”  Let  a  woman,  for  instance,  don 
an  old,  soiled  or  worn  wrapper,  and  it  will  have  the  effect  of  making  her 
indifferent  as  to  whether  her  hair  is  frowsy  or  in  curl  papers.  It  does 
not  matter  whether  her  face  or  hands  are  clean,  or  what  sort  of  slipshod 
shoes  she  wears,  for  (<  anything, ”  she  argues,  <(is  good  enough  to  go  with 
this  old  wrapper. ”  Her  walk,  her  manner,  the  general  trend  of  her 
feelings,  will  in  some  subtle  way  be  dominated  by  the  old  wrapper.  Sup¬ 
pose  she  changes, —  puts  on  a  dainty  muslin  garment  instead;  how  differ¬ 
ent  her  looks  and  acts!  Her  hair  must  be  becomingly  arranged,  so  as  not 
to  be  at  odds  with  her  dress.  Her  face  and  hands  and  finger  nails  must  be 
spotless  as  the  muslin  which  surrounds  them.  The  down-at-heel  old  shoes 
are  exchanged  for  suitable  slippers.  Her  mind  runs  along  new  channels. 
She  has  much  more  respect  for  the  wearer  of  the  new,  clean  wrapper  than 
for  the  wearer  of  the  old,  soiled  one.  “Would  you  change  the  current 
of  your  thoughts?  Change  your  raiment,  and  you  will  at  once  feel  the 
effect.”  Even  so  great  an  authority  as  Buffon,  the  naturalist  and  philos¬ 
opher,  testifies  to  the  influence  of  dress  on  thought.  He  declared  him¬ 
self  utterly  incapable  of  thinking  to  good  purpose  except  in  full  court 
dress.  This  he  always  put  on  before  entering  his  study,  not  even  omit¬ 
ting  his  sword. 

(<  In  civilized  society,  ”  says  Johnson,  “external  advantages  make  us 
more  respected.  A  man  with  a  good  coat  upon  his  back  meets  with  a 
better  reception  than  he  who  has  a  bad  one.” 

“  Dress  makes  the  man,  the  want  of  it  the  fellow,”  has  been  well  said, 
in  imitation  of  Pope.  Bad  dress  wounds  self-respect. 

There  is  something  about  ill-fitting,  unbecoming,  or  shabby  apparel 
which  not  only  robs  one  of  self-respect,  but  also  of  comfort  and  power. 
Good  clothes  give  ease  of  manner,  and  unlock  the  tongue.  The  con¬ 
sciousness  of  being  well  dressed  gives  a  grace  and  ease  of  manner  that 
even  religion  will  not  bestow,  while  inferiority  of  garb  often  induces  re¬ 
straint. 

Even  brilliant  society  women,  if  surprised  in  negligent  or  unsuitable_ 
attire,  are,  in  many  instances,  shorn  of  that  poise  and  easy,  graceful 
bearing  which  constitute  their  chief  charm.  The  conversation,  which 
under  ordinary  conditions,  would  flow  so  freely,  is  constrained  and  forced. 
The  woman,  usually  so  attractive  and  magnetic,  has  suddenly  lost  her 
power.  Nor  can  any  amount  of  will-force  or  determination  on  her  part 
completely  master  the  situation  until  this  consciousness  of  being  out  of 
harmony  with  her  surroundings  is  changed. 

Many  a  statesman  and  orator,  when  called  upon  to  speak  unexpect¬ 
edly,  when  not  dressed  for  the  occasion,  has  been  almost  powerless  to 
command  the  attention  and  respect  of  the  audience.  Even  a  king  on  his 
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throne  would  feel  disconcerted  and  embarrassed  if  he  were  conscious  of 
being  unbecomingly  dressed.  Beauty  in  dress  is  a  good  thing,  rail  at  it 
who  may.  But  it  is  a  lower  beauty,  for  which  a  higher  beauty  should 
not  be  sacrificed.  They  love  dress  too  much  who  give  it  their  first 
thought,  their  best  time,  or  all  their  money;  who  for  it  neglect  the  cul¬ 
ture  of  the  mind  or  heart,  or  the  claims  of  others  on  their  service;  who 
care  more  for  dress  than  for  their  character;  who  are  troubled  more  by 
an  unfashionable  garment  than  by  a  neglected  duty. 

When  Ezekiel  Whitman,  a  prominent  lawyer  and  graduate  of  Har¬ 
vard,  was  elected  to  the  Massachusetts  legislature,  he  traveled  from 
his  farm  in  countryman’s  dress,  and  went  to  a  hotel  in  Boston.  He 
went  into  the  parlor  and  sat  down,  when  he  overheard  a  remark  be¬ 
tween  some  ladies  and  gentlemen.  (<  Ah,  here  comes  a  real  homespun 
countryman.  Here’s  fun.w  They  asked  him  all  sorts  of  queer  questions, 
tending  to  throw  ridicule  upon  him,  when  he  rose  and  said:  (<  Ladies  and 
gentlemen,  permit  me  to  wish  you  health  and  happiness,  and  may  you 
grow  better  and  wiser  in  advancing  years,  bearing  in  mind  that  outward 
appearances  are  deceitful.  You  mistook  me,  from  my  dress,  for  a  coun¬ 
try  booby;  while  I,  from  the  same  superficial  cause,  thought  you  were 
ladies  and  gentlemen.  The  mistake  has  been  mutual. w  Just  then  Gov¬ 
ernor  Caleb  Strong  entered  and  called  to  Mr.  Whitman,  who,  turning  to 
the  dumbfounded  company,  said:  <(  I  wish  you  a  very  good  evening. n 
Dress,  like  wealth,  is  a  power,  but  we  must  not  be  its  slave. 

Shabby  or  unsuitable  clothes  however,  are  no  longer  an  eccentricity 
of  genius.  There  are  men  of  genius  who  have  achieved  deserved  fame 
and  substantial  success  who  are  absolutely  indifferent  to  their  appear¬ 
ance,  and  the  world  overlooks  it  and  forgives  it.  But  this  is  only  possi¬ 
ble  with  men  of  commanding  genius  who  are  established ;  and  the  young 
man  who  takes  these  men  as  models,  so  far  as  attire  goes,  makes  a  sorry 

mistake.  It  is  given  to  men  of  high  position  and  of  assured  success 

to  exhibit  a  great  many  little  eccentricities  which  are  not  overlooked  in 
a  young  man  struggling  for  a  career. 

W  hile  it  is  a  duty  to  dress  as  well  as  one’s  means  allow,  wear 
shabby  clothes  rather  than  go  in  debt  for  new  ones.  You  need  not 
blush  for  a  worn  coat  if  you  cannot  afford  a  better  one.  But  no  one, 
no  matter  how  poor  he  may  be,  will  be  excused  for  wearing  a  dirty 
coat,  a  crumpled  collar,  or  muddy  shoes.  The  consciousness  of  doing 
your  best,  of  preserving  your  integrity  at  all  costs,  of  being  a  man, 
v  ill  sustain  you  and  give  you  power  under  the  most  adverse  circum¬ 
stances.  It  is  the  slovenliness  that  is  avoidable,  not  the  shabbiness 
that  is  unavoidable,  that  offends  the  eye.  If  you  are  dressed  accord- 

ing  to  }  our  means,  no  matter  how  poorly,  you  are  appropriately 

dressed.  Simplicity  in  dress  is  its  greatest  charm,  and  in  these  days 
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of  inexpensive  and  beautiful  fabrics  of  all  kinds,  the  young  man  or 
woman  who  cannot  afford  to  be  dressed  in  a  manner  becoming  his 
or  her  position,  m*ust  be  more  deficient  in  taste  and  judgment  than 
lacking  in  pocket. 

«  Look  your  station, »  writes  Lord  Chesterfield,  and  it  is  sound  ad¬ 
vice  in  the  main.  A  waitress  in  a  summer  hotel  came  into  the  dining 
room,  one  Sunday,  arrayed  in  black  lace,  over  a  silk  underskirt,  with 
flowers  in  her  hair,  to  wait  on  the  table.  The  girl  may  have  been  a  stu¬ 
dent  or  teacher,  and  might  perhaps,  have  worn  this  dress  with  propriety 
in  her  own  social  environment,  but  a  waitress  in  a  black  lace  gown! 
Could  anything  be  more  ludicrous  ? 

A  Persian  sage,  poorly  clad,  attended  a  great  banquet.  He  was 
slighted  and  even  insulted.  No  one  seemed  willing  to  sit  near  him. 
Returning  home,  he  bedecked  himself  with  robes  of  silk  and  satin 
adorned  with  golden  lace  and  jewels,  placed  a  diamond  aigrette  upon 
his  head,  fastened  a  saber  with  jeweled  hilt  to  his  belt,  and  went  a 
second  time  to  the  banquet.  The  guests  all  paid  him  great  honor. 
Stretching  out  his  bejeweled  slipper,  he  took  hold  of  his  golden  robe 
and  said,  in  a  sarcastic  manner:  <(  Welcome,  my  lord  coat;  welcome,  most 
excellent  robe;  what  will  your  lordship  please  to  eat  ?  ”  (<  For, ”  said  he 

to  his  chagrined  host,  (<  I  ought  to  ask  my  coat  what  it  will  eat,  since  the 
welcome  is  only  to  it. ” 

There  can  be  no  excuse  for  rudeness,  under  any  circumstances,  and 
the  ill  breeding  of  this  entertainer  and  his  guests  well  merited  the  sage’s 
reproof.  But  it  was  as  much  his  duty  to  show  respect  to  his  host  by 
dressing  in  a  manner  befitting  the  occasion  and  his  own  station,  as  it  was 
the  duty  of  the  host  and  guests  to  be  hospitable  and  courteous.  Much 
more  sensible  seemed  the  judgment  of  a  well-known  leader  in  educa¬ 
tional  and  philanthropic  work,  who  said  to  her  secretary,  <(  I  would 
rather  spend  the  money  which  this  dress  cost  (pointing  to  her  hand¬ 
some  silk  gown)  in  some  other  way  and  wear  a  simple  cambric,  but 
my  position  demands  that  I  be  well  dressed.” 

One  cannot  but  feel  that  God  is  a  lover  of  appropriate  dress.  He 
has  put  robes  of  beauty  and  glory  upon  all  His  works.  Every  flower  is 
dressed  in  richness;  every  field  blushes  beneath  a  mantle  of  beauty; 
every  star  is  veiled  in  brightness;  every  bird  is  clothed  in  the  habiliments 
of  the  most  exquisite  taste.  And  surely  he  is  pleased  when  we  provide 
a  beautiful  setting  for  the  greatest  of  His  handiworks. 
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Our  ideals  are  our  better  selves. —  A.  Bronson  Alcott. 

It  is  the  vain  endeavor  to  make  ourselves  what  we  are  not  that  has  strewn 
history  with  so  many  broken  purposes  and  lives  left  in  the  rough. 

— J.  R.  Lowell. 

Every  really  able  man,  if  you  talk  sincerely  with  him,  considers  his  work,  how¬ 
ever  much  admired,  as  far  short  of  what  it  should  be.  \\  hat  is  this  better,  this 
flying  Ideal,  but  the  perpetual  promise  of  his  Creator?  Emerson. 

I  see,  but  cannot  reach,  the  height 
That  lies  forever  in  the  light ; 

For  thine  own  purpose  Thou  hast  sent 
The  strife  and  the  discouragement. 

—  Longfellow. 

«  There  is  only  one  real  failure  in  life  possible,  and  that  is,  not  to  be  true  to 
the  best  one  knows. M 

I  wonder  if  ever  a  song  was  sung, 

But  the  singer’s  heart  sang  sweeter ! 

I  wonder  if  ever  a  rhyme  was  rung, 

But  the  thought  surpassed  the  meter! 

I  wonder  if  ever  a  sculptor  wrought, 

Till  the  cold  stone  echoed  his  ardent  thought ! 

Or  if  ever  a  painter,  with  light  and  shade, 

The  dream  of  his  inmost  heart  portrayed ! 

—  James  Clarence  Harvey. 

I  say  that  man  was  made  to  grow,  not  to  stop. —  Browning. 

Still  through  our  paltry  stir  and  strife 
Glows  down  the  wished  Ideal, 

And  longing  molds  in  clay  what  Life 
Carves  in  the  blissful  real. 

—  Lowell. 

«if  I  had  your  principles,  I  should  be  a  better  man,®  said  one  of  the 
j  greatest  skeptics  France  has  ever  produced,  addressing  the  devout 
Pascal.  (<  Begin  with  being  a  better  man,®  replied  Pascal,  <(  and 
you  will  soon  have  my  principles.®  This  is  the  secret  of  the  improve¬ 
ment  in  thousands  of  lives. 

<(  Where  there  is  no  vision,  the  people  perish,®  is  as  true  of  individuals 
as  of  nations.  Where  there  is  no  vision,  no  ideal  to  draw  the  soul  upward, 
stagnation  or  spiritual  death,  sooner  or  later,  destroys  the  individual. 

It  is  the  glory  and  privilege  of  man  that  he  is  free  to  choose  his  ideal. 
An  ideal  of  some  kind  he  must  have.  It  may  be  a  heavenly  vision  lead¬ 
ing  toward  the  mountain  top,  or  it  may  be  an  unworthy  and  degrading 
one  that  will  drag  him  down  to  depths  undreamed  of.  <(  As  a  man  think- 
eth  in  his  heart,  so  is  he.®  The  dreams  we  cherish  in  youth,  the  ideals 
we  hold  in  mind,  weave  the  mental  patterns  of  the  lives  to  be. 
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H  When  the  Grecian  king-  set  forth  upon  his  expedition,  *  says  Hillis, 
(<  he  stayed  his  golden  chariot  at  the  market-place.  Lifting  up  his  voice 
he  forbade  any  man’s  body  to  enter  his  chariot  whose  heart  remained  be¬ 
hind.  Thus  the  mind  is  a  chariot  that  sweeps  no  unwilling  student  up¬ 
ward  toward  those  heights  where  wisdom  and  happiness  dwell. ” 

(<  If  we  would  see  the  color  of  our  future,”  says  Canon  Farrar,  (<we 
must  look  for  it  in  our  present;  if  we  would  gaze  on  the  star  of  our  des¬ 
tiny,  we  must  look  for  it  in  our  hearts.” 

Napoleon,  (<  the  man  of  destiny,”  dreamed  of  power  and  glory,  of  war 
and  conquest.  His  dream  led  him  to  plan  and  execute  vast  enterprises 
for  France,  and  to  encourage  merit,  but  it  aroused  overwhelming  oppo¬ 
sition  from  surrounding  empires,  and  finally  sent  him  to  St.  Helena.  John 
Milton,  while  yet  a  child,  dreamed  of  writing  an  epic  poem  that  the  world 
would  not  willingly  let  die.  The  nebulous  dream  of  the  child  became 
the  fixed  ideal  of  the  youth.  In  his  studies,  his  travels,  through  the 
stormy  years  of  manhood,  the  vision  never  left  him.  Blind  and  old, 
the  poet  realized  the  dream  of  the  child ;  and  the  heroic  strains  of  (<  Para¬ 
dise  Lost  ”  continue  to  echo  through  the  centuries.  (<  Still  guides  the 
heavenly  vision,”  whispered  the  immortal  poet,  as  he  glided  beyond  the 
shadowy  portals  of  life. 

(<  I  dream  dreams  and  see  visions,  and  then  I  paint  my  dreams  and 
my  visions,”  was  the  reply  of  Raphael  to  one  who  had  asked  him  how 
he  made  his  marvelous  pictures.  Back  of  the  work,  back  of  the  life 
ever  glows  the  dreanj, —  the  ideal.  Its  nature  determines  whether  we 
shall  fulfill  the  high  purpose  of  our  being,  or  become  castaways,  flotsam 
and  jetsam  on  life’s  ocean. 

The  soul,  in  the  formative  period  of  youth,  while  it  is  yet  <(  unspotted 
from  the  world,”  has  been  likened  to  a  block  of  pure,  uncut  Parian  mar¬ 
ble,  in  which  lie  boundless  possibilities  of  beauty  or  of  deformity.  From 
the  crude  marble,  one  will  chisel  a  form  of  exquisite  grace  and  symme¬ 
try,  another  a  misshapen  monstrosity,  each  actualizing  in  the  formless 
.stone  the  conception  of  his  brain.  Thus  are  we  molded  by  our  ideals. 

The  life  of  Frances  E.  Willard  furnishes  a  noble  example  of  the  value 
of  high  ideals,  and  the  efficacy  of  following  where  these  ideals  lead. 
(<  Be  up  and  doing,  and  always  along  the  line  of  your  highest  thought,” 
was  the  teaching  of  this  leader  in  the  ranks  of  righteousness. 

®  The  first  grand  object  of  my  life,”  said  Miss  Willard,  <(  was  the  pur¬ 
pose  once  lodged  there  by  my  life’s  best  friend, —  my  mother, —  to  have 
an  education,”  and  to  her  the  best  result  of  all  culture  and  all  attainment 
was  the  betterment  of  the  world. 

Miss  Willard  was  following  her  ideal  when,  although  dependent  on 
her  own  efforts  for  a  living  for  herself  and  mother,  she  refused  a  twenty- 
five-hundred-dollar  salary  as  the  president  of  a  woman’s  college,  and 
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accepted  without  remuneration,  the  presidency  of  the  Woman  s  Christian 
Temperance  Union,  in  Chicago,  believing  that,  in  the  latter  position,  she 
could  accomplish  more  for  the  world;  a  sacrifice  which  her  friends 
thought  foolish  and  unwarrantable,  but  which  created  for  her  not  only 
the  leadership  of  a  great  cause,  but  an  abiding  place  in  the  universal 
heart  of  the  world. 

('  Hitch  your  wagon  to  a  star,®  says  Emerson.  He  did  not  mean  that 
you  are  to  place  your  ideal  so  high  that  it  will  be  practically  impossible 
in  anywise  to  attain  to  it ;  but  rather  that  it  should  be  to  you  as  a  star, 
ever  shining  clear  and  bright  to  lead  you  from  height  to  height,  from 
character  to  character.  For,  setting  aside  all  thought  of  material  prog¬ 
ress,  of  success  according  to  the  general  acceptation  of  the  word,  the 
first  ideal  should  be  that  of  a  noble  character,  of  constant  growth 
toward  that  perfection  urged  upon  us  by  the  great  Teacher,  when  He 
said,  <(  Be  ye  therefore  perfect,  even  as  your  Father  which  is  in  heaven 
is  perfect.”  The  ideal  character  will  achieve  true  success  in  whatsoever 
calling  the  (<  soul’s  emphasis  ”  has  declared  it  shall  follow.  (<  Have  am¬ 
bition  to  be  remembered,”  said  Charles  Sumner,  <(  not  as  a  great  lawyer, 
doctor,  merchant,  scientist,  manufacturer,  or  scholar,  but  as  a  great 
man,  every  inch  a  king.” 

Nothing  so  strengthens  the  mind  and  enlarges  the  horizon  of  man¬ 
hood  and  womanhood  as  a  constant  effort  to  measure  up  to  a  high  ideal. 
It  stretches  the  thought,  as  it  were,  to  a  larger  measure,  and  touches 
the  life  to  finer  issues. 

Our  ideals,  our  longings,  are  the  prophecies  of  our  destinies. 

(<  The  history  of  the  progress  of  the  working  classes  in  this  century,” 
said  Salisbury,  <(  is  very  largely  the  history  of  one  man’s  life, —  that  of 
Shaftesbury,”  while  Mr.  Gladstone’s  tribute  to  the  work  of  the  great 
reformer  was  in  part  expressed  in  these  words,  <(  The  safety  of  our 
country  is  not  in  law  or  legislators,  but  in  Christian  gentlemen  like  unto 
Lord  Shaftesbury.  ” 

Very  early  in  his  career,  this  favored  child  of  rank  and  wealth  en¬ 
tered  the  lists  as  a  champion  of  the  poor  and  oppressed.  Turning  aside 
from  the  allurements  of  his  high  station,  from  paths  of  ease  and  pleas¬ 
ure,  he  followed  his  ideal  wherever  it  led,  no  matter  how  rouofh  the 
road,  or  how  bitter  the  opposition  he  encountered.  To  raise  the  social 
level,  to  improve  the  condition  of  poor  working  men  and  women  be¬ 
came  the  mainspring  of  his  existence,  and  to  this  he  applied  himself 
with  unwearying  devotion  for  over  half  a  century.  How  he  succeeded 
is  now  a  matter  of  history. 

(<  Ragged  ”  schools,  evening  and  day  schools,  (<  model  ”  tenements, 
<(  shelters,  ”  clubs,  reading-rooms,  and  coffee  houses  replaced,  as  if  by 
magic,  the  foul  dens  and  vicious  resorts  which,  hitherto,  had  been  the 
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homes  and  places  of  entertainment  of  the  multitudes  of  London  poor 
he  succeeded  in  reaching.  Costermongers,  bootblacks,  newsboys,  shop- 
women,  seamstresses  and  working  girls,  factory  employees,  men  and 
women,  in  the  manufacturing  districts  of  England,  workers  all  over  the 
country,  regarded  him  as  a  messenger  from  heaven.  When  his  labors 
were  ended,  the  whole  nation  morfrned.  Rich  and  poor,  highborn  and 
lowborn  alike,  followed  his  earthly  remains  to  Westminster  Abbey. 
Royalty,  lords,  commons,  merchants,  statesmen,  scholars,  factory  hands, 
seamstresses,  flower  girls,  chimney  sweepers,  costermongers,  laborers 
from  east  and  west,  north  and  south,  by  hundreds  of  thousands,  as  mem¬ 
bers  of  one  family,  wept  over  his  grave  as  for  a  beloved  father. 

For  more  than  a  quarter  of  a  century  (<  the  fetid  air  of  the  jail  at 
Amsterdam,  the  dismal  corridors  in  the  infamous  dungeons  of  Magde¬ 
burg,  the  perils  of  the  plague  hospital  at  Paris,  or  the  unsavory  precincts 
of  St.  Lazare  ”  could  not  for  one  moment  turn  Elizabeth  Fry  aside  from 
the  pursuit  of  her  ideal,  to  raise  the  fallen  and  criminal,  to  restore  the 
reign  of  God  in  the  darkened  souls  whose  sorrows  she  made  her  own. 


A  high  ideal  and  a  resolute  determination  to  attain  it  are  the  moving 
factors  in  the  world’s  progress.  Without  these,  we  should  have  no  great 
artists,  poets,  musicians,  sculptors,  inventors,  or  scientists;  we  should 
have  no  philanthropists,  no  noble  men  and  women.  People  with  high 
ideals,  who  (<  see  visions  and  dream  dreams,”  are  the  leaven  which  im¬ 
proves  the  whole  world.  They  are  the  advance  guard  of  humanity,  the 
toilers  who,  with  bent  back  and  sweating  brow,  cut  the  smooth 
road,  over  which  man  marches  forward  from  generation 
to  generation. 

George  Stephenson,  the  poor  miner,  dreamed 
of  a  locomotive  engine  that  would  revolution¬ 
ize  the  traffic  of  the  world.  He  was  looked 
upon  as  a  (< crazy  visionary.”  But,  in  spite  of 
calumny,  ridicule,  and  opposition,  he  toiled  for 
fifteen  years  for  the  realization  of  his  vision. 

Watt  spent  thirty  years,  amid  want  and  woe,  in 
actualizing  his  dream  of  the  condensing  engine. 

Columbus  dreamed  of  a  world  beyond  the  seas, 
and,  at  length,  in  spite  of  superhuman  obstacles, 
his  vision  became  a  glorious  reality.  Galileo’s  dream 
gave  us  a  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth.  Joan  of  Arc, 
a  simple  shepherd  maiden,  because  she  was  a  <(  seer  of  visions 
dreamer  of  dreams,”  saved  a  nation  from  subjection. 

Without  the  men  and  women  who  are  borne  upward  and  onward  by 
their  ideals,  civilization  would  even  now  go  backward.  The  grandeur  of 
Rome  and  the  culture  of  Greece  vanished  with  their  lost  ideals. 


and 
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The  idealist  is  imaginative,  hopeful,  and  abounding  with  life  and 
energy.  His  thoughts  are  visionary  and  he  lives  in  a  world  of  hope¬ 
ful,  happy  forces  that  continually  radiate  new  energy, —  that  gener¬ 
ate  it,  indeed,  and  kindle  the  coals  on  the  altar.  To  him,  at  length, 
“strong  and  sure  as  the  Atlantic  tides  sweeping  up  the  shore, ®  comes 
inspiration  with  all  its  w. hidings  of  power.  ® 

Bury  a  pebble,  and  it  will  obey  the  law  of  gravitation  forever.  Bury 
an  acorn,  and  it  will  obey  a  higher  law  and  grow.  In  the  acorn  is  a  vital 
force  superior  to  the  attraction  of  the  earth.  All  plants  and  animals  are 
climbing  or  reaching  upward.  Nature  has  whispered  into  the  ear  of  all 
existence,  (<Look  up.®  Man,  above  all,  should  have  a  celestial  gravitation. 

(<  The  ideal  life,  the  life  of  full  completion,  haunts  us  all,®  says 
Phillips  Brooks;  “  we  feel  the  thing  we  ought  to  be,  beating  beneath  the 
thing  we  are.  An  intense  desire  itself  transforms  possibility  into  real¬ 
ity.  Our  wishes  are  but  prophecies  of  the  things  we  are  capable  of  per¬ 
forming.  w 

®  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  man  who  had  striven  all  his  life  faithfully 
and  singly  toward  an  object,®  asked  Thoreau,  (<  and  in  no  measure  ob¬ 
tained  it  ?  If  a  man  constantly  aspires,  is  he  not  elevated  ?  Did  ever  a 
man  try  heroism,  magnanimity,  truth,  sincerity,  and  find  that  there 
was  no  advantage  in  them, —  that  it  was  a  vain  endeavor  ?  ® 

We  must  not  fall  into  the  mistake  of  thinking  that  the  ideal  life  can 
be  realized  only  by  those  who  do  some  great  and  commanding  work  in 
the  world.  The  seamstress  plying  her  needle  from  day  to 
day,  to  support  existence,  the  poor  cobbler  at  his  bench, 
can  as  truly  live  the  ideal  life  as  can  the  greatest  bene¬ 
factors  of  the  race. 

“  Here  in  this  poor,  miserable,  hampered,  des¬ 
picable  Actual  wherein  thou  even  now  standest,® 
says  Carlyle,  (<  here  or  nowhere  is  thy  Ideal ;  work 
it  out  therefrom;  and,  working,  believe,  live,  be 
free.  ® 

(<  It  makes  not  so  much  difference  where  one 
stands,®  said  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  “as  in  what 
direction  he  is  moving.®  It  is  the  ideal  you  are 
striving  after,  not  the  work  you  are  doing,  but  the  spirit  in 
which  you  do  it,  that  will  form  the  keynote  of  your  life.  You 
can  Jive  up  to  the  best  that  is  in  you,  no  matter  how  humble  your  work 
or  your  station.  Saints  could  do  no  more. 

The  questions  we  should  seriously  ask  ourselves  at  the  outset  are: 
What  are  our  ideals  ?  Toward  what  goal  are  our  steps  directed  ?  It  is 
a  vulgar  and  degrading  ambition  which  endeavors  simply  to  secure  a 
<{  respectable  position  in  life.® 
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God  hides  some  ideal  in  every  human  soul.  At  some  time  in  his  life 
each  feels  a  trembling-,  fearful  longing  to  do  some  good  thing.  Life 
finds  its  noblest  spring  of  excellence  in  this  hidden  impulse  to  do  our 

best. 

Nothing  will  so  save  a  man  from  self-consumption  as  a  complete  sur¬ 
render  to  excellence, —  to  a  lofty  ideal.  It  is  a  burning  zeal  to  get  higher 
and  higher  in  the  scale  of  character,  an  ever-increasing  thirst  and  en¬ 
thusiasm  for  the  best, —  that  will  take  nothing  less, — that  lifts  life  upon 
a  plane  worth  living. 

Perhaps  the  biggest  word  in  America  to-day,  the  word  which  fills  our 
newspapers  and  magazines,  and  which  excites  social  rivalry, —  a  word 
which  covers  up  crime  and  is  an  excuse  everywhere  for  misdemeanor, 
the  word  which  the  American  child  is  taught  to  lisp  with  reverence  and 
worship  almost  from  the  cradle,  the  (<  be  all  and  end  all  0  of  many  a 
human  life,  the  word  which  covers  a  multitude  of  sins,  the  word  which 
is  mentioned  but  once  in  the  Bible  (Joshua  i :  8)  —  is  <(  Success.0 

Is  it  any  wonder  that  our  children  start  out  with  wrong  ideals  of  life, 
with  wrong  standards  of  what  constitutes  success  ?  The  child  is  urged 
(<  to  get  on,°  to  “rise  in  the  world,0  to  “make  money,0  etc.  The  youth 
is  constantly  told  that  “  nothing  succeeds  like  success.0  False  standards 
are  everywhere  set  up  for  him,  and  then  he  is  blamed  if  he  fails. 

Many  an  American  youth’s  model  is  the  poor  boy  who  can  go  to 
Chicago,  or  New  York,  or  Boston,  without  a  penny,  and  die  a  million¬ 
aire.  This  to  him  is  success;  and  why  shouldn’t  it  be?  He  sees  the 
whole  world  running  after  the  millionaire,  regardless  of  who  he  is  or  how 
he  got  his  money.  No  matter  how  he  made  it,  spent  it,  or  left  it;  few  will 
ask  whether  he  was  rich  in  intellect,  broad,  beautiful,  and  noble  in  his 
life,  or  narrow,  mean,  avaricious,  and  grasping, —  if  he  left  a  million,  he 
was  successful.  No  matter  if  he  ground  the  very  life  out  of  his  em¬ 
ployees;  no  matter  if  others  grew  poorer  that  he  might  become  rich;  no 
matter  if  he  poisoned  and  lessened  the  value  of  every  acre  of  land  in  his 
neighborhood;  no  matter  if  his  children  were  mentally  and  morally 
starved  and  his  home  wretched;  if  he  left  a  million,  he  triumphed.  This 
is  the  philosophy  of  the  street  which  the  boy  breathes  in  as  he  learns  to 
talk. 

Don’t  teach  the  young  that  (<  success  0  in  acquiring  wealth  or  posi¬ 
tion  is  the  only  condition  of  happiness. 

Millions  of  bright  boys  and  girls  are  destined  to  spend  their  lives  in 
the  constant  service  of  others, —  in  helping  the  sick,  the  poor,  the  un¬ 
fortunate,  the  helpless, —  and  practically  they  will  never  have  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  become  either  well  educated  or  very  rich.  But  they  must  not 
expect  to  be  forever  miserable  unless  they  succeed  according  to  the 
popular  standard  of  success.  Many  a  poor  woman,  who  spends  her  life 
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in  the  sick-room  or  in  menial  service,  has  reached  a  success  infinitely 
higher  than  has  many  a  millionaire. 

(<  Suppose  you  have  no  opportunity  !  ))  says  Minot  J.  Savage.  “  I  know 
men,  I  know  women,  not  quite  content,  almost  embittered,  almost  dis¬ 
appointed,  because  it  seems  to  them  that  life  offers  them  no. opportunity 
of  realizing  their  magnificent  dreams.  It  is  none  of  our  business  to  be 
discontented  over  things  like  these.  It  is  our  business  to  be,  it  is  our 
business  to  cherish  these  dreams  and  be  true  to  them,  and  to  know  that 
what  we  would  be,  if  we  had  the  opportunity,  that  we  are. 

(<  Let  us  remember  what  I  believe  to  be  a  profound  truth ;  that, 
whether  we  find  the  opportunities  for  self-realization  here  or  not,  we 
shall  find  them  somewhere.  No  good,  no  dream,  no  flitting,  faintest  as¬ 
piration,  is  ever  lost.  That  which  we  would  be  if  we  could,  that  God 
counts  us  as  being;  and  some  time  there  shall  be  fields  and  opportunity. ® 

Unnatural  and  inordinate  ambition,  encouraged  in  this  land  of  oppor¬ 
tunity,  renders  many  a  life  miserable,  and  totally  unfits  it  for  true  use¬ 
fulness. 

Do  not  strive  to  reach  impossible  goals.  It  is  wholly  in  your  power 
to  develop  yourself,  but  not  necessarily  so  to  make  yourself  a  king.  Too 
many  are  deluded  by  ambition  beyond  their  power  of  attainment,  or  tor¬ 
tured  by  aspirations  totally  disproportionate  to  their  capacity  for  execu¬ 
tion.  You  may,  indeed,  confidently  hope  to  become  eminent  in  usefulness 
and  power,  but  only  as  you  build  upon  a  broad  foundation  of  self-culture. 

Noble,  brave,  heroic  men  and  women  have  lived  who  have  resolved 
to  carve  out  for  themselves,  through  opposing  hills  of  difficulty,  and  val¬ 
leys  of  poverty,  and  quagmires  of  discouragement,  a  straight,  level, 
and  solid  road  to  success,  usefulness,  and  final  felicity;  and 
they  have  done  it. 

Mary  Anne  Clough,  a  poor  Glasgow  factory  girl,  in¬ 
spired  by  love  and  sympathy  for  those  more  needy 
than  herself,  grandly  worked  out  her  ideal  of  life. 
Setting  aside  all  thought  of  self,  this  girl  gave  her 
evenings  and  Sundays  to  the  work  of  improving  the 
mental,  moral,  and  physical  condition  of  the  neg¬ 
lected  boys  employed  in  the  foundries.  Those  un¬ 
fortunates,  who  seemed  to  have  no  one  to  care  for 
them,  excited  her  compassion,  and  she  made  in  her 
heart  this  resolve:  (<  I  will  try  if  I  can  win  them  to 
God,  and  to  doing  what  is  good.  ®  In  a  room  below  the 
factory  in  which  she  worked,  the  use  of  which  she  obtained 
for  carrying  out  her  purpose,  her  mission  was  begun.  There,®  says 
Smiles,  in  his  volume  on  (<  Duty,®  <(  she  soon  drew  a  number  of  foundry 
boys  about  her,  with  ragged  clothes  and  dirty  faces,  from  the  back  courts 
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where  they  were  wont  to  spend  their  time  in  smoking  or  in  coarse 
merriment.  She  taught  them  to  spell,  to  read,  to  be  clean,  to  be 
good.  ® 

Such  an  influence  did  she  gain  over  those  poor  waifs  that,  in  time, 
they  became  distinguished  from  others  of  their  class  and  calling,  by 
(<  their  superior  industry,  good  conduct,  and  freedom  from  profane  lan¬ 
guage,®  so  much  so,  indeed,  that  (<  Mary  Anne’s  boys®  became  a  proverb 
in  the  foundry. 

<(  It  makes  one  sad,®  says  Doctor  Guthrie,  (<  to  think  how  many  Chris¬ 
tians  with  tenfold  more  time,  more  money,  more  education,  more  in¬ 
fluence,  have  not  done  a  tithe  of  the  good  this  girl  did.  If  any  might 
have  justly  pleaded  the  excuse:  (  Am  I  my  brother’s  keeper  ? >  it  was 
one  who  found  it  hard  to  keep  herself ;  who,  starting  each  morning  to 
the  sound  of  the  factory  bell,  and  hurrying  along  dark  and  silent  streets, 
had  gone  through  hours  of  work  ere  half  the  world  was  awake. 

And  many  a  night  she  went  forth  on  her  mission  of  mercy,  to  seek  the 
lost  and  raise  the  fallen,  and  close  with  her  own  gentle  hands  the  wounds 
of  humanity.® 

Nor  did  the  work  of  Mary  Anne  Clough  end  here.  From  the  founda¬ 
tion  laid  by  her  arose  the  Glasgow  Foundry  Boys’  Society,  which,  within 
six  years,  had  a  membership  of  fourteen  thousand  boys  and  girls,  super¬ 
intended  by  a  large  staff  of  teachers.  This  society  does  everything  that 
can  be  done  for  the  mental  development  and  social  elevation  of  its 
members. 

The  young  man  or  woman  who  starts  out  in  life  with  an  ideal  of  suc¬ 
cess  limited  to  the  accumulation  of  wealth,  or  the  performance  of  some 
deed  that  men  will  applaud,  is  to  be  pitied,  for,  measured  by  such  a 
standard,  the  great  majority  of  people  are  failures. 

(<  What  we  truly  and  earnestly  aspire  to  be,®  says  Mrs.  Jameson, 
<(  that  in  some  sense  we  are.  ® 

If  the  aim  of  a  life  be  right,  it  cannot  in  detail  be  much  amiss.  It 
may,  indeed,  be  imperfect,  but  it  cannot  be  wholly  wrong,  and  it  cannot 
even  partially  be  false.  When  the  aim  of  a  life  is  right,  rules  and  pre¬ 
cepts  are  merely  subordinate ;  when  the  aim  of  a  life  is  otherwise,  rules 
and  precepts  are  utterly  worthless. 

Happy  the  boy  or  girl  who  has  the  inestimable  advantage  of  living 
close  to  a  noble  character,  a  parent,  friend,  or  teacher,  who  will  not  only 
be  a  worthy  model  to  imitate,  but  will  constantly  hold  before  the  grow¬ 
ing  mind  high  ideals,  will  introduce  it  to  the  literature  that  uplifts,  in¬ 
spire  it  with  a  passion  for  excellence.  The  influence  of  parents  and 
teachers  in  guiding  youth  toward  exalted  ideas  is  inestimable. 

w  I  have  brought  my  boy  to  see  if  you  can  do  anything  with  him,® 
said  a  parent,  when  the  teacher  answered  his  rap  at  the  schoolhouse 
8 — 296 
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door.  *  Of  all  stubborn  boys  I  know,  he  is  the  worst. ®  The  boy  was 
seated  and  lessons  were  assigned  him.  Not  long'  afterward,  as  the 
teacher  was  going  to  his  desk,  he  put  out  his  hand  to  lay  it  kindly  on  the 
boy’s  shoulder,  whereupon  the  little  fellow  shuddered  and  shrank  away 
from  the  touch.  «  What  is  the  matter  ?  ®  asked  the  teacher.  <(  I  thought 
you  were  going  to  strike  me,"  replied  the  pupil.  w  Why  should  I  strike 
you?®  (<  Because  I  am  so  bad,®  said  the  boy.  (<  Who  says  you  are 
bad?®  w  Father,  mother,  and  everybody  else  say  so.®  “You  can  be 
just  as  good  as  any  boy,  if  you  try,®  said  the  teacher,  kindly.  ®  Can  I  be 
a  good  boy  ?  ®  asked  the  little  fellow,  in  surprise ;  “  then  I  will  be  a  good 
boy.®  From  that  time  his  life  changed.  He  made  rapid  progress  in  his 
studies,  was  almost  faultless  in  deportment,  and  was  soon  a  favorite  with 
all.  He  became  governor  of  one  of  our  largest  states. 

The  teacher  had  simply  given  the  boy  a  new  and  higher  ideal,  and 
had  inspired  him  with  the  confidence  and  aspiration  necessary  to  attain 
it;  but  how  it  transformed  a  whole  life!  If  we  could  elevate  our  ideals 
and  increase  our  confidence,  nearly  all  of  us  would  find  that  we  possess 
greater  powers  of  attainment  than  we  ever  exert. 

Elihu  Burritt  was  ridiculed  when  he  expressed  among  his  ignorant 
and  careless  companions  a  determination  to  obtain  an  education.  How 
could  a  poor  boy,  working  nearly  all  the  daylight  in  a  blacksmith’s  shop, 
get  an  education  ?  But  this  boy  with  no  chance,  seemingly  with  no  pos¬ 
sibility  of  attaining  his  ideal,  became  one  of  America’s  wonders. 

Professor  Peabody  at  Harvard  once  said  that  the  decision  to  be  an 
educated  man  was  itself  one-half  an  education. 

If  a  poor  boy  once  gets  a  thirst  for  an  education,  gets  his  ambition 
“fired  up,®  it  will  carry  him  through.  He  will  not  only  dream  of  his 
ideal,  but  he  will  work  for  it. 

One’s  ideal,  or  life-pattern,  is  the  line  which  bounds  his  vision;  and, 
as  long  as  this  ideal,  or  pattern,  remains  unchanged,  the  mind  and  life 
of  the  entire  man  must  remain  unchanged  also.  Elizabeth  Stuart  Phelps 
speaks,  in  <(  The  Story  of  Avis,®  of  one  who  had  “  a  high  ideal  in  cup 
cakes,®  which  will  remind  those  who  knew  her  of  a  woman  whose  ideal 
was  beautiful  “  hooked  *  and  braided  rugs.  She  did  her  housework,  and 
every  hour  which  could  be  spared  was  devoted  to  producing,  in  all  the 
colors  of  the  rainbow,  animals  and  birds  of  every  conceivable,  or,  rather, 
inconceivable  kind,  on  these  rug  canvases.  She  had  “no  time®  for 
reading  or  for  joining  her  husband  or  children  in  their  recreations  or 
games,  or  to  keep  in  touch  with  any  of  the  great  movements  of  the  age. 
Her  life  was,  according  to  her  ideal,  comparatively  insignificant,  narrow, 
devoid  of  the  example  it  should  have  been  to  her  children,  the  compan¬ 
ionship  it  should  have  held  for  her  husband,  and  the  development  it 
should  have  had  for  herself. 
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Some  of  the  most  cruel  acts  done  in  the  world’s  history  have  been 
done  by  perfectly  honest  people,  who  were  doing  what  they  really  be¬ 
lieved  to  be  right.  Their  ideals  were  low  or  mistaken. 

Historians  tell  us  that  there  is  scarcely  a  vice  which  has  not  in  some 
age  or  country  been  approved  by  public  opinion,  and  scarcely  a  vir¬ 
tue  which  has  not  been  condemned.  Suicide  has  been  considered  hon¬ 
orable  in  one  age  and  felony  in  another.  Thieves  were  rewarded  in 
Sparta. 

Cotton  Mather,  who  wrote  a  book  on  <(  Doing  Good,”  which  had  such 
an  influence  upon  Dr.  Franklin  as  to  change  his  whole  life,  rejoiced 
when  he  saw  seventeen  persons  hanged  in  Salem  for  witchcraft. 

The  Phoenicians  burned  their  children  alive  from  a  sense  of  duty. 
Conscience,  misdirected,  has  been  the  greatest  tyrant  in  the  world. 

A  colonial  governor  of  the  Bahamas,  about  to  return  to  England,  of¬ 
fered  to  procure  from  the  home  government  any  favor  the  natives  de¬ 
sired.  The  reply  was  as  startling  as  the  request  for  the  head  of  John 
the  Baptist.  <(  Tell  them  to  tear  down  the  lighthouses;  they  are  ruining 
the  prosperity  of  the  colony.”  The  people  were  wreckers. 

Without  high  ideals,  we  are  like  the  eagle  whose  wings  have  been 
clipped.  We  were  meant  to  soar,  and  our  ideals  are  the  wings  on  which 
we  mount  <(  toward  the  vaulted  skies.”  Without  them  we  hover  near  the 
earth.  We  must  constantly  aspire  or  our  wings  will  atrophy. 

No  matter  if  our  ideals  are  so  far  above  us  that  we  can  hardly  hope 
to  attain  such  heights,  the  exercise  of  reaching  up,  the  struggle  even  to 
approximate  them,  increases  our  power,  broadens  our  outlook  upon  life, 
and  ennobles  our  character. 

From  the  polyp  to  the  saint,  it  is  said,  there  is  a  perpetual  striving, — 
a  divine  dissatisfaction. 

Dr.  Collyer  says  that  Darwin’s  suggestion  as  to  the  evolution  of  the 
eagle’s  wings  is  an  instructive  one'.  The  desire  to  ascend  was  there  be¬ 
fore  the  wings,  and  throu*gh  countless  ages  of  development  the  process 
of  formation  and  adaptation  went  on,  until  at  length,  with  mighty  pinions, 
seven  feet  from  tip  to  tip,  the  eagle  soared  aloft  toward  the  sun.  Of  us 
it  may  be  said  that  every  well-meant  trial  and  intention  is  part  of  a  great 
process;  each  starts  some  feather  in  the  eagle’s  wing. 

The  noblest  character  would  soon  degenerate,  if  it  should  lose  the 
love  of  excellence.  This  is  the  mainspring  of  all  great  character.  This 
passion  for  excellence  is  the  voice  of  God,  bidding  us  up  and  on,  lest 
we  forget  our  divine  origin  and  degenerate  again  to  barbarism.  This 
principle  is  the  guardian  of  the  human  race.  It  is  God’s  voice  in  man; 
it  is  the  still  small  voice  that  whispers  (<  right  ”  or  <(  wrong  ”  to  every 
act;  it  is  the  gem  which  the  Creator  dropped  into  the  dust  when  he 
fashioned  us  in  his  own  image. 
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Thorwaldsen,  being  asked  whether  anything  was  distressing  him, 
answered,  «  My  genius  is  decaying. »  “What  do  you  mean  ?  »  said  the 
visitor.  <(  Why,  here  is  my  statue  of  Christ ;  it  is  the  first  of  my  works 
I  have  ever  felt  satisfied  with.  Till  now,  my  ideal  has  always  been  far 
beyond  what  I  could  execute.  But  it  is  no  longer  so.  I  shall  never 
have  a  great  ideal  again. w 

We  need  not  be  discouraged  if  we  do  not  reach  our  ideal,  for,  as 
Thorwaldsen  realized,  when  the  ideal  is  reached,  growth  ceases. 

The  only  thing  we  need  fear,  and  the  thing  we  must  constantly 
guard  against,  is  the  temptation  which  so  often  besets  young  men  and 
women,  aye,  and  older  people  too,  to  turn  aside  from  the  high  ideals 
which  inspired  them  in  childhood  and  youth,  and  for  gain  or  pleasure 
conform  to  a  lower  standard  than  that  to  which  they  had  vowed  in  their 
hearts  to  live  up  to. 

Minot  J.  Savage  draws  a  telling  picture  of  the  position  in  which 
many  young  men  find  themselves,  on  the  threshold  of  business  life:  — 

(<  I  see  a  young  man  just  entering  into  business  for  himself,  ®  he 
says.  <{  Every  young  man  has  his  dream.  If  he  is  well-born,  if  his  in¬ 
stincts  and  tastes  are  healthful  and  true,  he  dreams  noble  things.  Un¬ 
der  the  influence  of  home,  of  mother  and  sister,  his  dream  is  a  dream  of 
light  and  purity  and  goodness.  He  thinks  that  as  he  grows  older  he 
will  earn  the  praise  and  love  and  gratitude  of  men  by  faithful  service. 
He  thinks  he  will  play  a  manly  part  in  life.  But  he  goes  into  practical 
business,  and  finds  himself  surrounded  by  a  multitude  of  other  influences 
that  tend  to  pull  him  down.  There  are  forces  at  play  other  than  those  to 
which  he  was  accustomed  in  his  own  home.  There  are  thirty,  forty,  fifty 
young  men  together;  and  some  of  them  have  learned  to  think  it  is  manly 
to  degrade  themselves,  to  befoul  their  lips  and  their  bodies,  to  lead  lives 
of  impurity  and  wrong.  Some  of  them  have  begun  to  talk  flippantly  about 
succeeding  in  the  world,  and  to  say  that,  if  you  are  going  to  succeed, 
you  must  follow  the  ways  of  the  world;  that  it  is  all  very  well  to  talk 
about  these  ideals  of  purity  and  truth  and  human  service  while  you  are 
in  the  home,  but  that  those  are  not  the  ways  of  the  practical  life  of 
men.  And  this  young  man  soon  begins  to  struggle  for  supremacy; 
there  comes  to  him  an  ambition  to  be  looked  up  to  by  his  <set.)  He 
learns  that  the  things  most  prized  in  this  particular  circle  where  he  hap¬ 
pens  to  be  are  not  the  ones  that  he  learned  to  admire  and  love  at  home, 
but  lower  types  and  tendencies  of  character;  and  so  the  temptation 
comes  to  him  to  sell  this  ideal,  this  birthright  dream,  this  vision  of  some- 
thing  higher  and  nobler,  for  present  success  and  power  in  the  midst  of 
his  fellows. 

<(  I  know  young  men  who  are  in  the  midst  of  this  sort  of  battle  to¬ 
day,  who  are  perhaps  balancing  the  question  whether  they  shall  keep 
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their  dream,  and  let  their  fellows  sneer,  look  down  upon  them  and  think 
of  them  as  namby-pamby  and  unmanly, —  whether  they  shall  take  this 
lower  mastery  over  their  fellows,  and  let  the  dream  fade,  like  the  faint 
light  of  the  morning.  * 

What  is  true  of  young  men  is  also  true  of  young  women  whom  cir¬ 
cumstances  compel  to  go  out  into  the  business  world  and  struggle  on  the 
same  plane  as  their  brothers  for  a  living.  They  are  tempted  on  every 
hand  to  break  faith  with  themselves  and  their  ideals;  to  forget  the  les¬ 
sons  of  childhood,  and  amid  new  and  unfavorable  surroundings  to  suc¬ 
cumb  to  lower  influences.  It  is  often  difficult  to  resist  environment  and 
the  pernicious  example  of  companions,  yet  a  high-born  soul  can  and  will 
be  true  to  its  instincts  in  spite  of  poverty,  in  spite  of  environment,  in  spite 
of  low-toned  associates,  in  spite  of  everything  that'would  drag  it  from 
its  eminence  to  the  abysmal  depths  to  which  low  standards  lead. 

Lucy  Larcom,  the  little  factory  (<  doffer,”  whose  first  work  in  a  New 
England  mill  was  to  remove  empty  bobbins  and  replace  them  by  full 
ones,  through  years  of  poverty  and  toil,  wove  the  pattern 
of  a  beautiful  life.  From  the  drudgery  of  work  to 
its  dignity  and  beneficence,  she  raised  the  mill-girl 
mind.  From  outside  unloveliness  and  the  prosaic 
monotony  which  tend  toward  sluggishness  and  in¬ 
difference,  she  led  the  thoughts  of  her  companions 
to  high  tablelands  of  beauty  and  culture.  There 
they  breathed  an  invigorating  atmosphere  that  gave 
a  new  outlook  on  life.  As  she  grew  older,  Lucy  be¬ 
came  the  leader  of  the  literary  circle  of  mill-girls. 

She  worked,  studied,  wrote  verses,  and  won  steady 
promotion  in  all  lines,  rising  within  a  comparatively 
short  space  from  a  bobbin  (<  doffer  ®  to  bookkeeper. 

Always  on  her  desk  or  frame  lay  an  open  book,  some¬ 
thing  on  mathematics,  grammar,  or  English  or  German 
literature,  from  which  statements  or  sentences  could  be 
snatched,  to  be  conned  over  while  her  hands  attended  to  their  mechani¬ 
cal  tasks.  Unspoiled  by  fame,  the  successful  factory  worker,  teacher, 
editor,  and  poet,  who  wrote  that  — 


«  Woman  can  climb  no  higher  than  womanhood, 
Whatever  be  her  title, w — 


may  well  serve  as  a  model  of  ideal  womanhood. 

Jean  Francois  Millet,  with  genius  of  a  transcendent  order,  poor,  and 
with  his  wife  and  children  often  suffering  for  the  common  necessaries 
of  life,  refused  to  barter  his  ideal  of  art  for  wealth  or  fame.  To-day 
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any  canvas  he  ever  touched  with  his  brush  would  bring  what  would 
have  seemed  a  fortune  to  the  struggling  artist. 

Under  the  influence  of  a  high  ideal,  your  aspiration  will  become  in¬ 
spiration,  and  you  will  push  your  work  with  a  glad  enthusiasm.  Think 
you  Angelo  did  not  reach  nobler  results  because  he  carved  his  own  faith 
in  forms  of  breathing  marble,  and  painted  it  abroad  in  the  glory  of  his 
frescoes  ?  Think  you  Hugh  Miller  read  the  story  of  the  rocks  less 
eagerly  and  carefully  because  he  felt  he  was  reading  the  thoughts  of  God 
written  deep  in  the  strata  of  the  earth  ?  Think  you  Carey  made  poorer 
shoes  because,  while  he  stitched  and  hammered  at  his  cobbler’s  bench,  the 
love  of  God  made  melody  in  his  heart,  and  great  schemes  of  missionary 
enterprise  took  shape  in  his  mind  ?  The  true  service  of  God  is  so  broad, 
so  inspiring,  so  strong  and  pure  in  its  motives,  that  by  it  all  life  is  lifted 
to  a  higher  plane.  No  honest  work  is  sordid  when  done  for  Him,  and 
you  have  no  force  or  faculty  of  hand  or  heart  which  will  not  find  most 
powerful  stimulus  and  freest  play  in  doing  His  will.  As  Keble  well 
says : — 

<(  There  are  in  this  rude,  stunning  tide 
Of  human  care  and  crime, 

With  whom  the  melodies  abide 
Of  the  everlasting  chime; 

Who  carry  music  in  their  heart 
Through  dusky  lane  and  wrangling  mart, 

Plying  their  daily  task  with  busier  feet, 

Because  their  secret  souls  a  holier  strain  repeat.” 

We  are  the  architects  of  our  own  lives.  The  architect,  guided  by 
the  ideal  in  his  mind,  draws  a  plan  for  the  building  he  is  to  erect;  it 
may  be  a  poor,  one-story  cottage,  or  it  may  be  a  palatial  mansion;  so 
we,  according  to  our  ideals,  fashion  a  life  noble  or  ignoble. 

If  we  try  to  keep  in  touch  with  the  purest  and  the  noblest,  and  then 
faithfully  strive  to  live  up  to  the  best  we  know,  our  lives  can  in  nowise 
be  failures. 

w  Not  failure,  but  low  aim,  is  crime.®  We  should  aim  high,  remem¬ 
bering  that  (<  Who  aimeth  at  the  sky,  shoots  higher  much  than  he  that 
means  a  tree.  ® 

If  we  do  not  reach  our  ideal,  what  then  ?  Shall  we  not  keep  on  climb- 
knowing  that  with  every  step  we  reach  a  higher  plane,  that  more 
beautiful  prospects  open  to  our  view  ? 

There  is  no  life  that  was  ever  quite  complete,  ®  says  a  modern  preacher 
and  author.  «  Did  anybody  ever  think  that  he  had  got  through  ?  Did 
any  bod)  ever  accomplish  all  that  he  expected  to  when  he  was  a  young 
man  ?  \  ou  remember  that  trite  old  story  of  Newton,  how  he  said  at 

last  that  it  seemed  to  him  as  if  he  were  onlv  a  child  playing  on  the 
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shores  ot  an  infinite  sea  of  truth  and  picking  up  here  and  there  a 
brighter  pebble  than  other  people  had  found.  That  is  the  way  all  great 
souls  feel.  The  man  who  thinks,  when  he  reaches  his  deathbed,  that 
he  has  accomplished  his  life-work,  must  have  had  a  very  poor  dream  of 
what  that  life-work  should  be.  No  man  worthy  of  doing  anything 
noble  ever  reached  his  ideal.  Did  any  preacher  ever  preach  as  good  a 
sermon  as  he  thought  some  day  he  might  ?  Did  any  poet  ever  sing  as 
grand  a  song  as  he  had  heard  sung  in  his  own  soul  ?  Did  any  man  ever 
write  a  book  that  equaled  that  which  had  lain  so  long  on  his  heart  ?  Did 
any  man  ever  finish  his  work  ?  What  does  this  mean  ?  By  as  much  as  I 
believe  that  the  vision- is  a  glimpse  of  the  face  of  God,  by  so  much  do 
I  believe  it  is  a  prophecy  of  what  shall  be,  even  though  death  appear  to 
stop  it.  It  is  the  imperious  claim  in  us  for  the  perfect,  defying  even 
death.  It  looks  Death  in  the  face,  and  says:  (  Thou  art  a  shadow;  and 
though  thou  dost  cross  my  path,  the  light  is  beyond  thee,  and  believing 
in  the  light,  I  will  go  through  the  shadow  and  attain  at  last  my  dream.  y 
In  this  spirit,  then,  clinging  to  the  vision,  and  trying  to  work  it  out 
more  and  more,  day  by  day,  let  us  trustingly  and  patiently  go  on.® 

Explain  it  as  we  may,  a  martial  strain  will  urge  a  man  into  the  front  rank 
of  battle  sooner  than  an  argument,  and  a  fine  anthem  excite  his  devotion  more 
certainly  than  a  logical  discourse.  — H.  T.  Tuckerman. 

A  MAN’S  country  is  not  a  certain  area  of  mountains,  rivers,  and  woods,  but 
it  is  a  principle.  — G.  W.  Curtis. 

There  is  no  tree,  that  rears  its  crest, 

No  fern  or  flower,  that  cleaves  the  sod, 

No  bird,  that  sings  above  its  nest. 

But  tries  to  speak  the  name  of  God, 

And  dies  when  it  has  done  its  best. 

—  J.  G.  Holland. 

God  asks,  not  <(  To  what  sect  did  he  belong?” 

But,  (<  Did  he  do  the  right,  or  love  the  wrong  ?  ” 

*  —Oriental  Poetry. 

Our  mental  attitude  to-day  determines  our  success  to-morrow. 

—  C.  B.  Newcomb. 

After  all,  the  kind  of  world  one  carries  about  in  himself  is  the  important 
thing,  and  the  world  outside  takes  all  its  grace,  color,  and  value  from  that. 

— J.  R.  Lowell. 

So  TEACH  us  to  number  our  days  that  we  may  apply  our  hearts  unto  wis- 

—  Psalm  90. 
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« No  trees  bear  fruit  in  autumn  unless  they  blossom  in  spring.” 

«  Shape  thyself  for  use  ; 

The  stone  that  may  fit  in  the  wall 
Is  left  no#1  in  the  way.” 

No  matter  how  long  a  man  lives,  he  will  never  get  away  from  his  youth. 

The  most  important  thing  a  young  man  ever  does,  is  to  get  ready. 

—  C.  H.  Parkhurst. 

Providence  is  on  the  si'de  of  the  last  reserve. —  Napoleon. 

The  leaves  and  a  shell  of  soft  wood  are  all  that  the  vegetation  of  this  sum¬ 
mer  has  made,  but  the  solid  columnar  stem,  which  lifts  that  bank  of  foliage  into 
the  air  to  draw  the  eye  and  to  cool  us  with  its  shade,  is  the  gift  and  legacy  of 
dead  and  buried  years.  — Emerson. 

There  is  no  fault  nor  folly  of  my  life  which  does  not  rise  up  against  me, 
and  take  away  my  joy,  and  shorten  my  power  of  possession  of  sight,  of  under¬ 
standing.  And  every  past  effort  of  my  life,  every  gleam  of  rightness  or  good  in  it, 
is  with  me  now,  to  help  me  in  my  grasp  of  this  art  and  its  vision. 

—  Ruskin. 

In  one  completed  man  there  are  the  forces  of  many  men.  Self-control  is 
self-completion.  — Bulwer. 

To  lay  a  foundation  of  success  is  at  the  bottom  of  building  for  success. 
To  train  for  power  is  the  way  to  get  power.  To  set  apart  a  reserve, 
to  make  sure  of  a  backing  strong  enough  to  prove  decisive,  is  essen¬ 
tial  at  the  outset  if  you  would  win  life’s  battle.  Napoleon  said  of  Mas- 
sena  that  he  was  never  himself  until  ruin  stared  him  in  the  face.  Then 
the  sight  of  the  dead  and  the  groans  of  the  dying  nerved  him  to  almost 
superhuman  energy,  and  he  marshaled  his  mighty  army  of  the  reserve 
to  the  front  with  a  will  that  sent  terror  to  the  hearts  of  the  enemy. 

Nature  works  continually  by  utilizing  reserves.  Nothing  is  ever  lost 
in  the  material  or  spiritual  world.  Our  fires  to-day  give  back  in  heat  and 
light  the  exact  amount  absorbed  by  tree  or  plant  from  the  sun  ages  ago. 

<(  How  strange  it  seems,"  said  W.  J.  Tilley,  <(  that  some  of  the  most 
wonderful  and  most  useful  inventions  in  the  world  to-day  were  appar¬ 
ently  lying  in  ambush  beside  the  very  pathway  where  thousands  of 
human  feet  have  trod,  and  remained,  for  years,  all  undiscovered  and 
unknown  M  They  waited  but  for  an  eye  that  could  see  nature’s  vast 
reserves. 

Men  have  groped  in  physical  darkness  for  ages  while  walking  above 
untold  barrels  of  petroleum,  and  have  crossed  oceans  to  carry  messages 
which  a  slender  wire  would  have  delivered  in  a  minute.  Muscle  has 
been  hewing  wood  and  drawing  water,  while  coal  and  electricity  have 
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<(  To  carry  on  the 


tried  in  vain  to  tell  us  that  they  were  destined  to  emancipate  man  from 
the  world’s  drudgery  and  allow  him  to  develop  his  higher  powers.  It  is 
the  dictate  of  nature  to  prepare  yourself  for  service  by 
storing  up  what  you  do  not  need  to-day,  but  must  have 
to-morrow. 

It  is  the  heavy  balance-wheel  of  an  engine 
that  distributes  the  power  equally  and  insures 
that  steadiness  of  motion  which  prevents  destruc¬ 
tive  shocks,  overcoming  resistance  that  would 
stop  the  piston  unaided  by  the  stored-up  mo¬ 
mentum.  It  is  the  knowledge,  experience,  and 
character,  the  mental  and  moral  wealth  which 
you  have  accumulated  during  your  whole  life, 
that  measures  your  real  power  and  influence  to¬ 
day;  as  you  will  learn,  to  your  satisfaction  or  cha¬ 
grin,  when  you  are  subjected  to  any  severe  trial. 

When  men  want  a  six-horse-power  machine,  they 
make  it  of  nine  horse-power,  with  a  reserve  of  three, 
business  of  life  you  must  have  surplus  power.  Be  fit  for  more  than 
the  thing  you  are  now  doing.  Let  every  one  know  that  you  have  a  re¬ 
serve  within  yourself, —  that  you  have  more  power  than  you  use.  If  you 
are  not  too  large  for  the  place  you  occupy,  you  are  too  small  for  it. ” 

Mirabeau  was  forty  years  old  before  he  showed  a  sign  of  his  vast 
knowledge  and  tact,  his  mighty  reserve,  he  then  suddenly  became  the 
greatest  orator  and  statesman  of  his  age.  His  public  career  lasted  but 
twenty-three  months,  but  in  that  time  he  did  more  work  than  most  great 
men  accomplish  in  as  many  years.  a  Had  I  not  lived  with  him, ”  said 
Dumont,  <(  I  should  never  have  had  any  idea  of  what  a  man  may  do  in  a 
single  day,  what  business  may  be  transacted  in  the  course  of  twelve 
hours.  A  day  for  this  man  was  as  much  as  a  week  or  a  month  for 
another. ”  <(  Impossible!  ”  said  he  jumping  from  his  chair,  when  his  sec¬ 

retary  said  that  something  was  impossible.  (<  Never  name  to  me  again 
that  blockhead  of  a  word.  ” 

Yet  statesmen  whose  influence  abides  during  many  years,  exercise 
their  power  largely  because  it  stands  for  that  of  a  vast  multitude  behind 
them.  When  Grant  was  in  Hamburg,  he  voiced  this  thought,  when 
some  one  spoke  of  his  having  saved  our  country.  (<  I  must  dissent, ”  he 
replied.  ((  Could  our  country  be  saved  or  ruined  by  one  man,  we  should 
not  now  have  a  country;  if  I  had  never  held  command,  or  if  all  our  gen¬ 
erals  had  fallen,  there  were  ten  thousand  behind  us  who  would  have 
done  our  work.  What  saved  the  Union  was  the  coming  forward  of  our 
young  men.  So  long  as  our  young  men  are  animated  by  this  spirit 
there’ll  be  no  fear  for  the  Union.”  It  is  the  vast  reserve  corps  of  patri- 
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otism  and  capacity  for  service,  the  man  ready  to  take  his  stand  behind 
the  gun,  that  makes  a  nation  safe  in  the  hour  of  peril. 

Let  the  ocean  stand  as  your  ideal  of  strength;  even  when  <<calm,)>  as 
men  say,  it  is  heaving  its  waters  in  resistless  might. 

I  have  read  that  in  a  certain  city  a  bridge  was  to  be  built  across  a 
river.  To  secure  a  solid  foundation,  piles  were  driven  in  the  bed  of  the 
river.  (<  One  day,”  says  Dr.  Vance,  “they  could  make  no  headway,  and 
on  examination,  found  that  they  had  struck  an  old,  forgotten,  unused 
water  main  left  in  the  river-bed.  But  one  thing  was  to  be  done.  The 
main  must  come  out.  Encircling  the  main  with  immense  cables,  they 
harnessed  them  to  a  locomotive,  on  an  improvised  track.  The  engineer 
opened  the  throttle,  and  the  engine  started  forward,  only  to  be  thrown 
back  on  the  track  by  the  cables.  More  steam  was  turned  on,  and  the 
mighty  locomotive  rushed  forward  with  tremendous  power,  only  to  re¬ 
bound  again.  It  was  useless,  the  engineer  said;  another  effort  would 
derail  the  engine.  Tugboats  were  brought,  and  the  cables  were  har¬ 
nessed  to  them.  Then  the  tugs  did  their  best.  They  pulled,  and 
plunged,  and  churned  the  river  into  foam,  but  the  main  was  unmoved. 

(<  (  We  shall  have  to  give  it  up,*  said  the  workmen. 

“  (  The  location  of  the  bridge  will  have  to  be  changed,*  said  the 
city  authorities.  But  a  quiet  man  came  thither  one  day,  and,  after  look¬ 
ing  on  awhile,  said:  (I  can  lift  it  out.*  At  once  the  contract  was  his. 
He  brought  two  old  mud  scows,  and  let  them  rest  just  above  the  stub¬ 
born  main.  The  cables  were  tightly  lashed  to  huge  beams  laid  from  one 
scow  to  the  other.  ( What  are  you  going  to  do  ? *  people  asked.  ( I  have 
finished,*  was  the  quiet  reply.  He  then  climbed  upon  the  bank,  and 
folding  his  arms,  waited  for  the  tide  to  come  in.  The  scows  rocked  and 
tossed.  Then  there  was  a  mighty  upheaval  that  shook  the  river  from 
bank  to  bank;  and  the  tide  had  the  victory.” 

He  indeed  is  wise  who  prepares  in  youth  for  the  incalculable  emergen¬ 
cies  of  manhood  by  accumulating  power  with  which  to  meet  them:  — 
if  he  does,  he  will  conquer;  if  not,  he  will  fail  at  a  critical  moment.  It 
is  astonishing  how  many  young  people,  who  are  extremely  anxious  to 
succeed,  start  in  life  by  throwing  away  the  capital  which  should  bring 
them  a  rich  future.  Each  normal  human  being  has,  at  the  beginning  of 
his  active  career,  a  definite  amount  of  capital  in  brain  power,  in  nerve 
force,  in  physical  endurance,  and  in  character  possibilities.  These  are 
the  most  precious  legacies  which  can  come  to  one.  To  squander  this 
capital,  upon  which  all  one’s  future  depends,  is  a  short-sighted  policy  in¬ 
deed.  V  hat,  for  instance,  can  compensate  for  the  loss,  or  even  the 
waste,  of  health-capital  ?  M  e  are  shocked  when  a  young  man  dissipates, 
in  riotous  living,  a  fortune  left  to  him ;  yet  at  the  same  time,  we  may 
be  throwing  away  capital  more  precious,  by  denying  ourselves  the  sleep 
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which  restores  and  freshens  all  of  our  powers,  by  wasting  our  time- 
capital,  or  by  letting  golden  opportunities  slip  through  our  fingers  un¬ 
used, —  worse  than  wasted. 

What  can  be  more  disastrous  than  wasting  the  most  precious  factor 
of  success, —  character, —  flinging  away  the  very  jewel  of  the  soul,  and 
then  expecting  to  succeed  ? 

Plenty  of  sleep,  healthful  recreation,  the  sweet  influence  of  friends, 
and  opportunity  to  do  some  good  in  the  world,  add  much  to  the  capital 
essential  to  the  highest  success.  They  help  the  brain  power,  the  nerve 
force.  They  make  life  pleasant  and  worth  living,  and  old  age  rich  and 
beautiful. 

w  Fill  up  the  cask!  fill  up  the  cask!  fill  up  the  cask!  and  then,  if  you 
tap  it  anywhere,  you  will  get  a  good  stream ;  but,  if  you  put  in  but 
little,  it  will  dribble,  dribble,  dribble,  and  you  must  tap,  tap,  tap,  and 
then  you  will  get  but  a  small  stream,  after  all.” 

This  was  the  advice  given  by  Dr.  Bellamy  to  a  young  clergyman 
who  had  asked  him  how  he  should  set  about  preparing  his  sermons. 
No  more  excellent  advice,  none  more  applicable  to  young  men  gen¬ 
erally,  no  matter  what  their  station,  profession,  or  occupation,  could  be 
given. 

The  cause  of  innumerable  failures  may  be  traced  to  the  lack  of  re¬ 
serve  power.  The  majority  of  young  men  are  satisfied  with  a  half  or 
quarter  filled  cask,  which  barely  suffices  to  meet  the  ordinary  demands 
of  every  day,  and  which  is  utterly  insufficient  for  any  extraordinary 
demand.  They  literall)^  fulfill  the  scriptural  injunction, — <(  Take  no 
thought  for  the  morrow,” — which  was  intended  to  emphasize  the  lesson 
of  faith  and  to  condemn  the  foolish  habit  of  worry, —  but  they  forget 
the  parable  of  the  foolish  virgins  who  neglected  to  fill  their  lamps  and 
were  not  prepared  to  meet  the  bridegroom.  Preparation  must  come 
first;  and  then,  indeed,  there  need  be  no  fretting,  (<no  thought  for  the 
morrow.”  (<  If  I  were  twenty,  and  had  but  ten  years  to  live,”  said  a 
great  scholar  and  writer,  (<  I  would  spend  the  first  nine  years  accumula¬ 
ting  knowledge  and  getting  ready  for  the  tenth.  ” 

Reserve  power  is  a  success-motor.  It  cannot  be  stored  up  in  a  day, 
or  a  week,  or  a  month,  or  a  year.  It  is  no  special  gift  or  talent.  But 
every  one,  not  unusually  handicapped,  can  acquire  it.  It  cannot  be  pur¬ 
chased  with  dollars  and  cents,  but  is  acquired  only  by  years  of  patient, 
steady  acquisition. 

T.  Starr  King  said  that  the  great  trees  of  California  gave  him  his 
first  impression  of  the  power  of  reserve.  <(  It  was  the  thought  of  the 
reserve  energies  that  had  been  compacted  into  them,”  he  said,  "that 
stirred  me.  The  mountains  had  given  them  their  iron  and  rich  stimu¬ 
lants,  the  hills  had  given  them  their  soil,  the  clouds  had  given  their  rain 
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and  snow,  and  a  thousand  summers  and  winters  had  poured  forth  their 
treasures  about  their  vast  roots. B 

No  young  man  can  hope  to  do  anything  above  the  commonplace,  who 
has  not  made  his  life  a  reservoir  of  power  on  which  he  can  constantly 
draw,  which  will  never  fail  him  in  any  emergency.  It  is  only  the  man  of 
great  reserve,  the  man  who  has  converted  his  knowledge  into  power, 
who  will  make  his  mark  in  the  world.  The  very  skill  which  enables  a 
surgeon  to  save  a  life,  in  an  hour  of  supreme  crisis,  has  been  purchased 
by  years  of  preparation,  of  stern  discipline. 

Webster’s  name  would  never  have  gone  down  in  history  as  the  intel¬ 
lectual  giant  of  his  age  had  he  on  each  occasion  depended  upon  his 
natural  genius.  He  was  always  storing  up  power  for  future  use.  Noth¬ 
ing,  however  insignificant,  was  overlooked  that  might  strengthen  his 
reserve. 

When  he  made  one  of  the  greatest  speeches  in  history,  none  of  his 
associates  saw  any  marked  opportunity  for  fame.  The  debate  had 
dragged  heavily  for  days.  Hayne  had  made  a  brilliant,  and,  as  he 
thought,  unanswerable  speech.  Webster  had  no  time  to  prepare  a  reply, 
no  time  to  read  history  to  refresh  his  memory,  to  consult  records,  author¬ 
ities,  or  friends.  There  he  stood,  alone,  at  a  turning  point  in  history, 
fully  realizing  that  he  must  stand  or  fall  on  his  reserve.  How  much  de¬ 
pended  then  on  what  he  had  stored  up  during  all  his  previous  life !  The 
eyes  of  a  nation  were  upon  him.  Would  he  be  equal  to  the  occasion?  His 
friends  were  anxious,  his  enemies  jubilant  over  Hayne’s  apparent  vic¬ 
tory.  But  the  great  giant,  conscious  of  a  mighty  reserve,  rose  to  the 
occasion,  calm  and  unruffled  as  a  summer  sea.  It  was  one  of  the  grand¬ 
est  spectacles  in  all  our  history.  Serene,  self-confident,  reposeful,  Web¬ 
ster  towered  above  his  fellows,  one  of  the  most  striking  illustrations  of 
mental  reserve  the  world  has  seen.  ®  I  felt,w  said  he,  «  as  if  everything 
I  had  ever  seen,  or  read,  or  heard,  was  floating  before  me  in  one  grand 
panorama,  and  I  had  little  else  to  do  than  to  reach  up  and  cull  a  thunder¬ 
bolt  and  hurl  it  at  him  [Hayne], 

<(  The  preparation  for  my  reply  to  Hayne, w  said  he,  (<  was  made  upon 
the  occasion  of  Mr.  Foote’s  resolution  to  sell  the  public  lands.  Some 
years  before  that,  a  senator  from  Alabama  introduced  a  resolution  into 
the  Senate  proposing  to  cede  the  public  domains  to  the  states  in  which 
they  were  situated.  It  struck  me  at  that  time  as  being  so  unfair  and  im¬ 
proper  that  I  immediately  prepared  an  article  to  resist  it.  My  argument 
embraced  the  whole  history  of  the  public  lands  and  the  government's 
action  in  regard  to  them.  Then  there  was  another  question  involved  in 
the  Hayne  debate.  It  was  as  to  the  right  and  practice  of  petition.  Mr. 
Calhoun  denied  the  right  of  petition  on  the  subject  of  slavery.  Cal¬ 
houn  s  doctrine  seemed  to  be  accepted,  and  I  made  preparation  to  answer 
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his  proposition.  It  so  happened  that  the  debate  did  not  take  place.  I 
had  my  notes  tucked  away  in  a  pigeonhole,  and  when  Hayne  made  that 
attack  upon  me  and  upon  New  England,  I  was  already  posted,  and  only 
had  to  take  down  my  notes,  and  refresh  my  memory.  In  other  words,  if 
he  had  tried  to  make  a  speech  to  fit  my  notes,  he  would  not  have  hit  it 
better.  No  man  is  inspired  by  the  occasion.  I  never  was.” 

The  consciousness  of  power,  of  hidden  resource,  will  stamp  itself 
upon  your  character,  will  communicate  itself  to  those  about  you,  and  in¬ 
spire  confidence  in  your  ability.  The  measure  of  your  reserve  alone  will 
limit  your  capacity  for  success. 

Many  a  worthy  man  has  been  forced  to  the  wall,  simply  because  he 
lacked  the  power,  born  of  confidence  and  obtained  by  preparation,  that 
would  carry  him  through  a  crisis.  More  than  one  well-established  busi¬ 
ness  house  has  gone  down  because  there  was  not  sufficient  reserve  back 
of  it  to  carry  it  through  a  great  emergency. 

If  you  would  succeed  in  your  calling,  look  to  your  reserve.  Be  sure 
that  you  have  stored  away,  in  your  power-house,  the  energy,  the  knowl¬ 
edge,  that  will  be  equal  to  the  great  occasion  when  it  comes.  Reserve 
gives  confidence,  that  consciousness  of  power  that  is  more  than  half  of 
victory. 

What  would  you  think  of  the  competency  and  the  ultimate  success  of 
a  general,  who,  instead  of  organizing  a  sufficient  force  at  the  outset, 
should  depend  on  forming  his  reserve  corps  from  such  men  as  he  might 
happen  to  impress  when  on  his  march  toward  a  battle-field  ? 

(<  Occasion,  ”  said  Garfield,  (<may  be  the  bugle-call  that  summons  an 
army  to  battle ;  but  the  blast  of  a  bugle  can  never  make  soldiers  or 
win  victories.” 

(<  It  appears  to  me,”  said  Rear-admiral  Hamilton  of  the  British  navy, 
referring  to  Farragut's  prompt  order  for  the  fleet  to  move  on  in  spite  of 
the  torpedoes  that  had  just  sunk  the  (<  Tecumseh  ”  in  Mobile  Bay,  (<  that 
a  disastrous  defeat  was  converted  into  victory,  in  so  unexpected  a  contin¬ 
gency,  by  the  quickness  of  eye  and  power  of  rapid  decision  Farragut 
possessed;  which  saw  at  a  glance  the  only  escape  from  the  dilemma  in 
which  the  fleet  was  placed,  and  which  can  only  be  acquired  by  a  thorough, 
practical  knowledge  in  the  management  of  fleets  and  for  want  of  which 
no  amount  of  theoretical  knowledge,  however  desirable  in  many  respects, 
can  make  up  in  the  moment  of  difficulty.”  The  knowledge  and  skill  and 
character  acquired  in  a  lifetime  of  faithful  performance  of  duty  consti¬ 
tuted  a  reserve  fund  upon  which  Farragut  drew  heavily,  but  not  in  vain, 
when  his  opportunity  came. 

It  will  never  do  to  live  from  hand  to  mouth  upon  life’s  mercy,  if  you 
expect  ever  to  get  anywhere.  Abundant  skill,  abundant  stores  of  knowl¬ 
edge,  must  be  acquired  at  the  start. 
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«  It  is  marvelous,  Monsieur  le  President, ”  said  the  Paris  correspond¬ 
ent  of  the  London  « Times, »  to  Thiers,  (<how  you  deliver  long,  im¬ 
provised  speeches  about  which  you  have  not  had  time  to  reflect. ” 
«  You  are  not  paying  me  a  compliment, ”  replied  the  president  of  the 
French  republic;  <(it  is  criminal  in  a  statesman  to  improvise  speeches  on 
public  affairs.  The  speeches  you  call  improvised  —  why,  for  fifty  years 
I  have  been  rising  at  five  o’clock  to  prepare  them.” 

The  great  business  of  the  first  part  of  every  successful  life  is  storing 
power.  The  true  aim  of  all  discipline,  the  real  meaning  of  the  drudgery 
of  the  dreary  years  spent  in  poring  over  books,  of  listening  to  lectures, 
of  note-taking,  of  all  the  dry  details  of  study,  is  to  fill  the  mental  res¬ 
ervoir  for  future  use.  It  is  the  accumulation  of  force  which  will  enable 
one  in  future  years  to  bridge  over,  without  exhaustion,  a  great  panic,  an 
unexpected  emergency;  to  save  life  in  some  critical  surgical  operation  or 
epidemic;  to  meet  some  exigency;  to  pass  scathless  through  some  great 
commercial  crisis. 

The  great  aim  of  life  should  be  the  acquisition  of  power,  the  storing 
up  of  a  mental  and  moral  reserve. 

(<  We  marvel  at  the  skill  which  enables  a  great  artist  to  take  a  little 
color  that  lies  inert  upon  his  palette  and  presently  to  so  ( transfigure  it 
into  a  living  presence }  that  our  hearts  throb  faster  only  to  look  upon 
it,  and  there  come  upon  the  soul  all  those  influences 
which  one  feels  beneath  the  shadow  of  the  Jungfrau 
or  the  Matterhorn,  or  amid  the  awful  solitude  of 
Mont  Blanc.  But  back  of  that  apparent  ease 
and  skill  are  the  years  of  struggle  and  effort 
and  application  which  have  conferred  the  en¬ 
vied  power.  ” 

(<  If  I  only  had  a  good  position,  or  was  sure 
of  finding  one  when  through  with  my  course,”  we 
often  hear  young  men  say,  w  I  would  go  to 
school  and  prepare  myself  for  it.”  Foolish 
youth!  Do  you  expect  business  men  to  wait 
when  a  position  is  vacant  while  you  prepare 
yourself  for  it  ?  As  well  might  you  go  hunting  without 
gun  or  ammunition,  and  expect  deer  to  stand  still  for  you  to  return  and 
get  your  gun,  which  you  would  have  taken  with  you  if  you  had  been  sure 
you  would  see  any  game.  Carry  your  rifle,  if  you  wish  to  secure  game; 
and  qualify  yourself,  if  you  desire  to  succeed  in  business.  Thoroughly 
competent  men  have  always  been  in  demand,  and  must  be  in  the  future 
more  than  in  the  past.  If  you  want  a  situation,  prepare  for  it;  and  then, 
if  one  presents  itself,  you  are  in  a  place  where  you  can  take  it. 
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(<  One  to-day  is  worth  two  to-morrows.0 

There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 

Which  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune ; 

Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 
Is  bound  in  shallows  and  in  miseries. 

—  Shakespeare. 

Punctuality  is  the  stern  virtue  of  men  of  business,  and  the  graceful  cour¬ 
tesy  of  princes.  —  Bulwer. 

Know  the  value  of  time ;  snatch,  seize,  and  enjoy  every  moment  of  it.  Let 
there  be  no  idleness,  no  laziness,  no  procrastination :  never  put  off  till  to-morrow 
what  you  can  do  to-day.  — Lord  Chesterfield. 

(<The  man  who  procrastinates,  struggles  ever  with  ruin.0 

(<Time  and  tide  wait  for  no  man.0 

(<  Be  wise  !  The  tide  is  at  its  height, 

Which  now  may  waft  thee  to  the  wished-for  shore.0 

Of  the  (<  dangerous  ends”  that  wait  upon  (<  delays,”  whole  volumes 
might  be  written.  A  brakeman  fails  to  signal  an  oncoming  train; 
a  courier,  bearing  a  reprieve,  dallies  at  the  inn,  carousing  with 
his  boon  companions,  until  the  life  of  the  poor  fellow,  which  he  held  in 
his  hands,  is  the  forfeit  paid. 

“A  delay  of  two  minutes  in  reaching  the  Union  Station,  at  Denver, 
caused  the  death  of  H.  R.  Matthews  in  the  Rio  Grande  wreck  near  Sa- 
lida,  ”  says  a  daily  paper.  (<  Had  Matthews  reached  the  station  but  two 
minutes  earlier,  he  would  now  be  living.  He  had  made  arrangements 
to  go  to  Alamosa  Sunday  night,  on  the  broad-gauge  train,  but  arrived  at 
the  gate  of  the  Union  Station  just  as  the  broad-gauge  train  was  pulling 
out  of  the  yard.  Seeing  that  he  could  not  catch  the  train,  he  stopped 
and  talked  with  the  gateman,  James  O’Neil,  for  a  few  minutes. 

<(  (  Well,  I  missed  her,*  said  the  genial  traveling  agent.  (  Now  I’ll 
have  to  wait  for  the  narrow-gauge  and  go  around.  But  it  can’t  be 
helped.'  At  noon  yesterday  the  body  of  the  popular  traveling  agent  was 
brought  back,  cut,  bruised,  and  cold  in  death.  The  delay  of  two  minutes 
cost  him  his  life.  ” 

How  slight  and  trivial  the  circumstance!  Two  seemingly  insignifi¬ 
cant  moments, —  yet  bearing  upon  their  viewless  wings  a  human  destiny! 
Men  saw  that  familiar  train  pull  out  of  the  station  as  it  had  done  a  hun¬ 
dred  times  before.  The  engineer  was  in  his  cab,  as  usual;  each  man  was 
at  his  post,  and  all  was  apparently  secure, but  Death  sat  at  the  throttle  and 
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no  eye  beheld  him.  Alas,  the  pity  of  it!  Two  paltry  moments,  yet 
holding  in  their  hands  the  difference  between  life  and  death !  What  a 
commentary  on  the  value  of  time!  Great  generals  have  realized  the  im¬ 
portance  of  being  on  time.  Washington  was  never  late.  On  one  occa¬ 
sion  his  secretary  was  five  minutes  late.  Washington  told  him  he  would 
have  to  get  another  watch,  or  he  would  get  another  secretary.  Being 
late  in  business  has  lost  many  a  position  for  a  boy  otherwise  deserving. 
Tardiness  is  costly.  It  has  lost  battles,  has  dwarfed  nations,  has  foiled 
undertakings.  He  who  would  be  successful  must  be  punctual. 

Cyrus  W.  Field  said  that  he  considered  half  of  his  success  in  life 
due  to  punctuality.  He  was  always  at  his  office  at  the  very  minute 
each  morning,  and  if  he  made  an  appointment  to  talk  business  to  a  man, 
he  never  failed  to  keep  it. 

<(  I  have  made  thousands  upon  thousands  of  dollars  by  being  on  hand 
at  the  right  moment,®  he  said,  (<  and  I  consider  punctuality  as  strong  a 
point  in  a  business  man’s  favor  as — well,  it  is  second  only  to  honesty. w 

Never  break  or  delay  to  fulfill  a  promise  to  pay  a  business  debt. 
Money  in  business  is  like  a  chain, —  one  circle  links  into  the  other;  your 
payment  may  save  another’s  business  from  downfall,  or  your 
delay  may  drag  others  into  ruin. 

A  leading  firm  had  long  struggled  against  bankruptcy. 
It  had  large  sums  of  money  in  California,  and  expected  re¬ 
mittances  by  a  certain  day.  If  they  arrived,  its  credit,  its 
honor,  and  its  future  prosperity  would  be  preserved.  But 
week  after  week  elapsed,  without  bringing  the  gold.  At 
last  came  the  fatal  day  on  which  the  firm  had  bills  matur¬ 
ing  to  large  amounts.  No  funds  arrived  and  the  house 
failed.  The  next  arrival  of  the  California  steamer  brought 
nearly  half  a  million  dollars  to  the  insolvents,  but  it  was 
too  late;  they  were  ruined  because  their  agent,  in  remit¬ 
ting,  had  been  behind  time. 

When  your  employer  understands  that  you  are  faithful  in  getting 
to  work  at  the  appointed  time,  he  will  have  more  confidence  in  you,  and 
your  chances  of  promotion  will  be  far  better  than  those  of  the  boy 
who  sneaks  in  a  half  hour  late,  each  morning,  with  some  poor  excuse 
for  his  tardiness. 

Procrastination  is  the  thief  of  time,  ®  we  are  told.  But  it  steals  more 
than  time.  It  robs  us  of  peace  of  mind,  of  happiness,  of  our  possibili¬ 
ties,  even.  Me  fondly  think  we  can  do,  or  leave  undone;  can  seize  to¬ 
day,  or  postpone  till  to-morrow,  the  circumstance  which  invites  and  is 
full  of  promise.  The  morrow  comes,  but  it  is  not  the  same.  The  varia¬ 
tion  is  slight,  but  permanent.  « You  cannot  bathe  twice  in  the  same 
river, »  said  Heraclitus. 
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<(  Punctuality  is  a  grace  to  be  practised  by  every  honest  man.  The 
loss  to  the  world  occasioned  by  those  who  are  always  behindhand  is  an 
enormous  drain. 

(<  A  man  has  no  more  right  to  steal  my  time  than  my  money.  If  you 
feel  that  common  honesty  compels  you  to  regard  my  claim  on  dollars 
and  cents,  why  not  let  common  honesty  force  you  to  recognize  my  title 
to  time  ?  If  ( time  is  money,*  the  fairness  of  this  proposition  is  enhanced. 
If  you  will  not  rob  me  of  my  money,  neither  should  you  rob  me  of  my 
time. 

(<  That  which  is  habitual  is  always  easy.  To  render  an  act  easy  re¬ 
quires  that  it  be  habitually  performed.  When  we  have  repeatedly 
ignored  the  swiftly  passing  moments,  and  allowed  the  time  of  an  engage¬ 
ment  to  pass  before  we  meet  it,  the  habit  of  tardiness  is  soon  formed, 
and  we  find  it  far  easier  to  be  late  than  to  be  (  on  time. > 

(<  Reversing  the  action,  if  one  will  only  be  careful  to  watch  the  pas¬ 
sage  of  time,  and  in  a  series  of  instances  meet  engagements  punctually, 
soon  a  habit  of  punctuality  will  be  formed,  and  to  be  (  on  time  )  will  be¬ 
come  second  nature. 

<(  The  boy  who  at  home  was  allowed  lazily  to  select  his  own  hour  for 
rising  and  taking  his  morning  meal,  will  soon  find  himself  responding 
promptly  to  the  reveille  bell  in  a  military  school.  Even  after  quick  re¬ 
sponse  has  become  second  nature,  the  cadet  can  soon  sleep  through  the 
warning  bell  if,  for  a  few  mornings,  he  ignores  the  call  to  ranks. 
Thus  is  easily  demonstrated  the  power  of  habit  in  responding  promptly 
to  calls  made  upon  us.  Fortunate  indeed  is  it  for  humanity  that  tardi¬ 
ness  can  be  overcome,  and  that  punctuality  can  be  enthroned  in  its  stead. 
Since  this  can  be  done,  it  should  be  done.” 

The  great  danger  lies  in  irresolution.  This  paralyzes  effort,  and 
weak  effort  is  a  sure  guaranty  of  the  non-accomplishment  of  anything 
important.  We  hesitate  to-day.  All  is  not  just  as  we  would  have  it. 
To-morrow  will  surely  bring  our  object  nearer.  But  to-morrow  it  is 
farther  away  than  ever  before.  Yesterday  it  was  easily  within  our  grasp ; 
now  it  is  virtuallv  within  the  realm  of  the  impossible.  Seneca  truly 
said:  (<  We  let  go  the  present,  which  we  have  in  our  power,  and  look  for¬ 
ward  to  that  which  depends  upon  chance, —  and  so  quit  a  certainty 
for  an  uncertainty.”  Punctuality  is  a pozver.  Let  us  win  that  power. 
This  is  the  busiest  of  ages.  Not  a  moment  can  be  lost.  Friction 
and  annoyance  are  certain  to  result  if  men,  women,  and  children  do  not 
systematize  their  work,  and,  having  a  time  for  every  duty,  do  it  in  that 
time. 

The  successful  men  in  every  calling  have  had  a  keen  sense  of  the 
value  of  time.  They  have  been  misers  of  minutes.  Nelson  attributed 
all  his  success  in  life  to  having  been  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  his 
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time.  Napoleon  studied  his  watch  as  closely  as  he  studied  the  maps  of 
battle-fields.  His  victories  were  not  won  by  consummate  strategy 
merely,  but  by  impressing  his  subordinates  with  the  necessity  of  punctu¬ 
ality  to  the  minute. 

«  At  the  battle  of  Montebello, ”  said  he,  «  I  ordered  Kellermann  to 
attack  with  eight  hundred  horse,  and  with  these  he  separated  the  six 
thousand  Hungarian  grenadiers  before  the  very  eyes  of  the  Austrian 
cavalry.  This  cavalry  was  half  a  league  off,  and  required  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  to  arrive  on  the  field  of  action;  and  I  have  observed  that  it  is 
always  these  quarters  of  an  hour  that  decide  the  fate  of  a  battle.” 

“  Now,  sir,”  said  Napoleon  to  an  officer,  in  the  midst  of  vast  general 
preparations,  (<  use  dispatch.  Remember  that  the  world  was  created  in 
but  six  days.  Ask  me  for  whatever  you  please,  except  time;  that  is  the 
only  thing  which  is  beyond  my  power.” 

At  the  battle  of  Rivoli,  the  day  seemed  on  the  point  of  being  decided 
against  him.  He  saw  the  critical  state  of  affairs,  and  instantly  formed 
his  resolution.  He  dispatched  a  flag  to  the  Austrian  headquarters,  with 
proposals  for  an  armistice.  Napoleon  seized  the  precious  moments,  and 
while  amusing  the  enemy  with  mock  negotiations,  rearranged  his  line  of 
battle,  changed  his  front,  and,  in  a  few  moments,  was  ready  to  renounce 
the  farce  of  discussion  for  the  stern  arbitrament  of  arms.  The  splendid 
victory  of  Rivoli  was  the  result. 

Had  all"  of  his  generals  been  as  thoroughly  imbued  with  this  grand 
characteristic  as  himself,  Waterloo  might  have  been  won.  The  great 
battle  was  raging.  For  eight  hours,  column  after  column  had  been  pre¬ 
cipitated  on  the  enemy,  posted  on  the  ridge  of  a  hill.  The  sun  was  sinking 
in  the  west.  Reinforcements  for  the  obstinate  defenders  were  already 
in  sight.  It  was  necessary  to  carry  the  position  with  one  final  charge  or 
all  would  be  lost.  A  powerful  corps  had  been  summoned  from  across 
the  country.  If  it  came  in  season  all  would  be  well.  The  great  con¬ 
queror,  confident  of  its  arrival,  formed  his  reserves  into  an  attacking 
column,  and  ordered  them  to  charge  the  enemy.  But  Grouchy  failed  to 
appear.  The  whole  world  knows  the  result.  The  Imperial  Guard  was 
beaten  back,  and  Waterloo  was  lost!  Napoleon  died  a  prisoner  at  St. 
Helena  because  one  of  his  marshals  was  behind  time. 

In  marked  contrast  to  the  striking  promptness  of  the  First  Napoleon, 
was  the  opposite  trait  manifested  by  the  late  Prince  Napoleon,  son  of 
Napoleon  Third  and  the  beautiful  Eugenie.  He  had  joined  the  English 
army,  and  was  one  day  at  the  head  of  a  squad,  riding  on  horseback,  out¬ 
side  the  camp.  It  was  a  dangerous  situation.  One  of  the  company  said : 

“  W  e  would  better  return.  If  we  don’t  hasten,  we  may  fall  into  the 
hands  of  the  enemy.”  “Oh,”  said  the  prince,  “let  us  stay  here  ten 
minutes  and  drink  our  coffee.”  Before  the  ten  minutes  had  passed,  the 
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Zulus  came  upon  them,  and  in  the  skirmish  the  prince  lost  his  life.  His 
mother,  when  informed  of  the  fact,  in  her  anguish,  said:  “That  was  his 
great  mistake  from  his  babyhood.  He  never  wanted  to  go  to  bed  at 
night  in  time,  nor  to  rise  in  the  morning.  He  was  ever  pleading  for  ten 
minutes  more.  When  too  sleepy  to  speak,  he  would  lift  up  his  little 
hands,  and  spread  out  his  ten  fingers  indicating  that  he  wanted  ten 
minutes  more.  On  this  account  I  sometimes  called  him  (  Mr.  Ten  Min¬ 
utes.  )  ® 

Louis  XIV.  once  sent  a  French  envoy  to  the  court  of  Peter  the  Great. 
The  Frenchman,  who  was  a  dandy  of  the  first  rose-water,  having  an¬ 
nounced  his  arrival  at  the  palace,  was  informed  that  the  czar  would  receive 
him  at  an  early  hour  on  the  following  morning.  Unable  to  take  the  mes¬ 
sage  seriously,  the  Frenchman  presented  himself  in  full  court  costume 
nearly  two  hours  after  the  appointed  time,  to  learn  to  his  dismay  that  the 
czar  had  left  the  palace,  and  to  be  requested  to  follow  him  to  the  admiralty 
dockyard  whither  he  had  gone.  When  he  arrived  at  the  dockyard,  the 
astonished  Frenchman  discerned  the  czar  with  his  coat  off  and  his  shirt¬ 
sleeves  rolled  up,  working  like  a  common  shipwright  on  the  main  top¬ 
gallant  yard-arm  of  a  ship  which  was  in  the  course  of  building.  After 
reprimanding  the  Frenchman  for  his  want  of  punctuality,  the  czar  in¬ 
sisted  upon  his  climbing  the  ship’s  ladder  to  consult  him,  and  the  French¬ 
man,  unaccustomed  to  the  manners  and  customs  of  Russian  diplomacy, 
had  in  a  very  unexpected  manner  to  risk  his  life,  and  more  than  risk  his 
clothes,  in  the  czar’s  service.  The  contrast  between  the  burly  emperor 
in  his  working  garments  and  the  perfumed  courtier,  (<  tarred  *  if  not 
(<  feathered,®  sitting  on  the  yard-arm  and  discussing  international  politics, 
was  a  fitting  illustration  of  the  contrast  presented  by  the  two  empires 
they  represented  at  the  time. 

Queen  Victoria  was  the  soul  of  punctuality.  She  kept  her  appoint¬ 
ments  to  the  minute,  and  expected  her  subjects  to  do  the  same.  If  a  guest 
was  ever  late,  he  was  sentenced  to  perpetual  banishment  from  the  royal 
presence.  No  matter  what  his  rank  or  influence,  he  never  received 
another  invitation  to  the  castle,  and  therefore  the  attendants  were  in  the 
habit  of  admonishing  guests  as  to  the  necessity  of  being  dressed  in  time. 
They  were  allowed  fully  two  hours  after  their  arrival,  and  had  no  excuse 
for  tardiness. 

One  of  her  ladies-in-waiting,  having  been  late  twice  when  the  queen 
was  going  to  drive,  found  on  the  third  occasion  that  Victoria  stood  with 
her  watch  in  her  hand.  The  lady  apologized,  fearing  she  had  detained 
the  queen. 

“Yes,  for  quite  ten  minutes,®  was  the  grave  reply. 

Perceiving  that  the  lady  was  so  abashed  that  she  could  not  arrange 
the  shawl,  which  she  had  put  on  hurriedly,  her  queen  helped  her  with 
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her  own  hands,  saying,  «  We  shall  all  in  time  be  more  perfect,  I  hope,  in 
our  duties. ® 

An  artist  once  solicited  permission  to  paint  a  portrait  of  the  queen, 
and  the  favor  was  granted.  The  young  man  thought  his  fortune  would 
soon  be  made  by  noble  patronage.  The  appointment  for  the  first  sitting 
was  made,  and  the  queen  was  promptly  at  the  place,  but  the  artist  was 
not  ready.  When  he  did  appear,  he  was  met  with  a  message  that  her 
majesty  had  done  her  part,  but  had  no  more  time  to  waste. 

An  incident,  somewhat  similar,  in  the  life  of  Mrs.  Washington,  reveals 
the  fact  that  the  foremost  lady  of  our  own  republican  court  was  possessed 
of  like  conscientiousness  in  this  regard.  The  daughter  of  Charles  Wilson 
Peale,  the  famous  painter,  relates  the  following:  • — 

(<  My  father  had  an  engagement  to  paint  a  miniature  of  Mrs.  Wash¬ 
ington,  in  Philadelphia,  the  general  being  then  out  of  town.  He  was 
obliged  to  go  to  her  house,  and  the  appointment  for  a  sitting  was  ar¬ 
ranged  at  seven  o’clock  in  the  morning.  My  father  arrived  at  the  house, 
and,  taking  out  his  watch,  he  found  he  was  exactly  on  time.  The 
thought  then  struck  him  that  possibly  it  might  be  early  to  disturb  a  lady, 
and  he  decided  to  give  ten  minutes’  grace  before  knocking  at  the  door. 
He  accordingly  walked  the  pavement,  and  at  the  end  of  ten  minutes 
pulled  out  his  watch  and  rang  the  bell.  He  was  ushered  into  the  parlor, 
and  Mrs.  Washington,  accosting  him,  drew  out  her  watch  and  said  she 
had  given  her  orders  for  the  day,  had  heard  her  daughter  take  her  les¬ 
sons  on  the  harpsichord,  had  read  all.  the  morning  papers,  and,  after  all 
this,  had  been  waiting  for  him  ten  minutes.® 

(<  Childhood  is  the  time  for  impressing  the  mind  wdth  good  princi¬ 
ples.  The  wrriter  of  these  lines  heard,  when  a  child,  this  statement:  (  A 
promise  once  given  is  a  bond  inviolable,*  and  through  more  than  a 
quarter  of  a  century  that  statement  has  been  ringing  in  his  ears.  Par¬ 
ents  are  under  obligation  to  their  children  to  equip  them  in  all  ways  pos¬ 
sible  for  success  in  life.  No  life  can  truly  be  said  to  succeed  when 
it  is  chronically  off  time.  ® 

(<  We  naturally  come  to  the  conclusion  that  a  person  who  is  careless 
about  time  is  careless  about  business,  and  is  not  the  one  to  be 
trusted  with  the  transaction  of  matters  of  importance.® 

During  Webster’s  whole  educational  career,  he  was  never  late, — 
never  out  of  his  place, —  never  absent  from  the  chapel  exercises, —  never 
had  an  imperfect  lesson  nor  a  reprimand,  and  no  mark  of  disapproval 
ever  stood  against  his  name. 

w  There  is  no  to-morrow ;  though  before  our  face  the  shadow  so 
named  stretches,  we  always  fail  to  overtake  it,  hasten  as  we  may.® 

a  Our  cares  are  all  To-day,  our  joys  are  all  To-day: 

And  in  one  little  word,  our  life,  what  is  it  but  —  To-day?® 
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Do  what  you  have  to  do  to-day,  for  to-morrow  may  be  too  late.  Speak 
a  kind  word  to-day;  put  off  your  unkindness  till  to-morrow.  Bring 
flowers,  sweet  flowers,  to  the  living  to-day,  for  the  dead  of  to-morrow  will 
not  need  them.  Bring  the  help  you  can  to-day,  as  it  may  not  be  needed 
to-morrow.  It  is  the  present  time  that  is  life.  To-morrow  is  death. 
There  is  a  power  to-day,  which,  neglected,  becomes  a  weakness  to-mor¬ 
row.  Your  friend  needs  your  kindness  and  care  to-day,  not  to-morrow. 
If  you  love  any  one,  let  him  know  it  now,  and  not  wait  until  he  is  gone 
and  then  shed  tears  over  his  bier.  We  need  smiles,  we  need  words  of 
cheer,  we  need  words  of  advice.  Give  it  to-day,  to-morrow  may  never 
come. 

The  regularity  with  which  trains  are  run  on  the  leading  railway 
lines  is  remarkable.  An  express  train  will  stop  at  station  after  station 
exactly  on  the  minute,  and  from  the  time-table  and  watch  its  location 
can  be  determined  within  a  mile.  This  is  a  matter  of  enormous  impor¬ 
tance  to  the  public.  Thousands  and  millions  of  people  are  depending  on 
these  trains  at  countless  points  in  many  ways.  Business,  mails,  social 
affairs,  the  whole  complex  web  of  things  is  suspended  upon  these  lines. 
When  a  train  falls  behind  time,  the  entire  web  becomes  more  or  less  dis¬ 
arranged  and  tangled.  Hundreds  of  people  are  waiting  on  it,  and  the 
loss  of  time  to  all  its  passengers  and  others  depending  on  it  quickly 
amounts  to  many  months  and  even  years.  Thousands  of  letters  are  de¬ 
layed  and  important  business  transactions  are  interfered  with  or  defeated. 
Freight  fails  to  arrive  on  time,  and  financial  loss  results.  The  effects  of 
such  a  delay  are  not  only  felt  along  the  main  line  of  the  railway,  but  are 
also  propagated  over  branch  lines  and  along  country  roads  and  through 
streets  of  cities  and  villages,  until  they  ramify  through  the  entire  region, 
and  penetrate  to  every  hamlet  and  house.  If  the  total  disarrangements 
and  losses  of  one  case  of  delay  in  the  running  of  a  train  could  be  summed 
up,  they  would  appear  incredible.  Promptness,  then,  in  the  running  of 
trains  is  a  vital  element  in  the  economy  of  society,  and  is  rightly  con¬ 
sidered  one  of  the  cardinal  virtues  in  railway  management. 

(<  Not  less  vital  is  this  virtue  in  other  lines  of  service.  The  employee 
that  is  behind  time  in  arriving  at  his  work  inflicts  a  loss  upon  his  employer, 
and  therefore  defrauds  him  of  a  part  of  his  due.  An  average  tardi¬ 
ness  of  five  minutes  each  on  the  part  of  a  hundred  employees  might 
wipe  out  the  whole  margin  between  profit  and  loss. ” 

Factories,  shops,  stores,  banks, —  everything  opens  and  closes  on  the 
minute.  The  higher  the  state  of  civilization,  the  more  promptly  is 
everything  done.  In  countries  without  railroads,  as  in  the  Orient, 
everything  is  behind  time.  Everybody  is  indolent  and  lazy. 

(<  I  will  take  care  to  be  punctual  at  five  to-morrow  morning,”  said  the 
engineer  of  New  London  Bridge,  in  acceptance  of.  the  Duke  of  Welling- 
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ton’s  request  that  he  would  meet  him  at  that  hour  the  following  morn¬ 
ing.  <(  Say  a  quarter  before  five,®  replied  the  duke,  with  a  quiet  smile; 
(<  I  owe  all  I  have  achieved  to  being  ready  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before 
it  was  deemed  necessary  to  be  so;  and  I  learned  that  lesson  when  a  boy.® 
<(  Meet  me  at  the  bridge  of  Kehl,  to-morrow  morning  at  six  o’clock,® 
said  Napoleon  to  his  general  officers,  September  25,  1805.  At  five 
o’clock,  before  dawn,  in  a  pouring  rain,  he  was  at  the  rendezvous.  Im¬ 
movable  as  a  statue,  he  sat  in  his  drenched  garments,  the  soaked  rim  of 
his  hat  flapping  upon  his  shoulders.  As  it  grew  light,  he  contemplated 
the  passage  of  his  troops,  while  his  officers,  one  by  one,  took  their  sta¬ 
tions  near  him.  At  six  o’clock  he  broke  the  silence.  “Gentlemen,® 
said  he,  “  we  have  gained  a  grand  march  upon  our  enemies.  But  where 
is  Vandamme  ?®  he  added,  as  he  glanced  around  the  group.  “  Why  is 
he  not  here  ?  Is  he  dead  ?® 

<(  Sire,®  said  General  Chardon,  “  it  is  possible  that  General  Vandamme 
is  not  yet  awake.  Last  evening  we  drank  several  glasses  of  wine  to¬ 
gether  to  the  health  of  your  majesty,  and  perhaps - ® 

“General!®  interrupted  Napoleon  with  severity,  “you  did  well  to 
drink  to  my  health  yesterday,  but  to-day  Vandamme  does  wrong  to  sleep 
when  he  knows  that  I  await  him.® 

“I  will  send  an  aid  to  call  him,®  said  Chardon. 

“Let  Vandamme  sleep,®  said  Napoleon;  (<  he  will  awake,  perhaps, 
himself,  and  then  I  will  speak  to  him.® 

Just  then  the  tardy  officer  appeared,  pale,  agitated,  and  embarrassed. 
“  General,®  said  Napoleon,  glancing  sharply  at  him,  “it  appears  that 
you  have  forgotten  the  order  which  I  have  issued.® 

“  Sire,®  said  Vandamme,  (<  this  is  the  first  time  that  I  have  thus  of¬ 
fended.  I  assure  you  that  I  was  this  morning  extremely  unwell,  be¬ 
cause - ® 

"  Because,®  interrupted  Napoleon,  “last  night  you  were  as  tipsy  as  a 
German.  But,  lest  that  calamity  should  happen  to  you  a  second  time, 
you  will  go  to  combat  under  the  flag  of  the  king  of  Wiirtemberg,  that,  if 
possible,  you  may  give  the  Germans  a  lesson  upon  temperance.® 

A  andamme,  in  disgrace,  joined  the  army  of  the  king,  but  he  was 
deeply  chagrined,  and  determined  to  retrieve  his  error.  During  the  cam¬ 
paign  his  feats  of  desperate  daring  became  the  talk  of  the  army. 

“General,®  said  Napoleon,  meeting  him  after  the  surrender  of  Ulm 
by  the  Austrians,  “  never  forget  that  I  honor  brave  men.  But  I  do  not 
love  those  who  sleep  while  I  am  waiting.  Let  us  say  no  more  about  it.® 
It  was  a  severe  lesson,  but  its  mastery  made  Vandamme  a  great 
marshal. 

Of  the  minor  causes  of  failure,  perhaps  the  chief  is  want  of  punctuality. 
A  young  man  was  told  to  present  himself  before  the  directors  of  a  certain 
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company  at  12  o’clock.  He  arrived  five  minutes  after  the  hour,  and  was 
informed  by  one  of  the  directors  that  he  need  not  wait,  as  they  would 
never  think  of  employing  a  man  who  was  an  hour  late  in  keeping  his  en¬ 
gagements.  The  young  man  protested  that  it  was  only  five  minutes 
after  the  appointed  time.  <(  True,”  was  the  reply;  (<  but  there  are  twelve 
of  us,  and  five  times  twelve  are  sixty,  and  sixty  minutes  are  an  hour.” 

It  once  happened  that  a  New  York  business  man,  who  always  walked 
to  his  office,  desired  a  bootblack  to  meet  him  every  morning  on  a  certain 
corner,  at  a  quarter  of  nine  o’clock.  Several  were  tried,  who  proved  to 
be  more  or  less  careless  of  minutes  in  keeping  this  engagement,  before 
one  was  found  who  was  on  hand  exactly  at  the  appointed  time  every  day 
for  a  month.  At  the  end  of  that  period,  the  gentleman  offered  his 
prompt  bootblack  a  place  as  office  boy  at  a  salary  of  three  dollars  per 
week.  The  lad  accepted  this  offer,  and  is  now  a  rising  young  clerk,  with 
certain  success  ahead  of  him  if  he  continues  to  live  up  to  his  reputation 
for  promptness.  While  he  was  still  a  bootblack,  he  had  invested  one 
dollar  in  a  watch  which  he  compared  every  day  with  a  standard  in  a  jewel¬ 
er’s  window,  and  which  he  regarded  as  a  most  important  item  of  his 
business  equipment. 

Merchants  and  bankers  extend  credit  in  proportion  to  their  confidence 
in  their  customer’s  integrity;  therefore  pay  bills  promptly,  the  delay  of 
a  day  may  weaken  your  credit. 

It  is  the  ready  man,  who  is  quick  to  see  his  opportunity  and  grasp  it 
with  energy,  that  wins.  The  first  great  battle  of  the  Civil  War  which 
gave  hope  to  the  North  was  that  of  Fort  Donelson.  Grant  had  en¬ 
vironed  the  Confederate  forces,  and  the  gunboats  had  made  one  charge 
and  been  repulsed.  Grant  had  directed  to  attempt  nothing  else  until  re¬ 
enforced  by  other  gunboats.  The  Confederates  made  an  attack  upon  the 
lines  and  broke  through.  Grant  examined  the  knapsacks  of  the  few 
prisoners  he  took,  and  found  only  three  days’  rations  in  them.  K  They 
are  demoralized  as  well  as  we,”  said  Grant;  w  whoever  attacks  first  will 
win,  and  they  will  have  to  be  quick  about  it  if  they  are  going  to  beat  me.  ” 
The  world  knows  the  result.  Grant  saw  his  opportunity  in  the  depleted 
knapsacks  of  the  enemy.  He  seized  it  with  vigor,  and  the  North  began 
to  hope. 

Great  generals  have  always  realized  that  a  few  minutes  made  all  the 
difference  between  victory  and  defeat.  This  was  true  of  Grant. 
« I  propose  to  move  immediately  upon  your  works,”  was  one  of 
his  most  memorable  and  characteristic  utterances.  We  see  it,  too,  in 
Pompey.  It  was  not  necessary  for  him  to  live,  he  said,  but  it  was  neces¬ 
sary  that  he  should  be  at  a  certain  point  at  a  certain  hour. 

When  Alexander  was  asked  how  he  had  conquered  the  world,  he  re¬ 
plied,  (<  By  never  delaying.”  Each  of  us  should  adopt  the  motto  which 
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Ruskin  always  had  before  him,  inscribed  on  a  massive  piece  of  chalcedony, 
(<  To-day  !  ®  <(  To-day  is  a  king  in  disguise. w 

(<  To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow, 

Creeps  in  this  pretty  pace,  from  day  to  day, 

To  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  time; 

And  all  our  yesterday’s  have  lighted  fools 

The  way  to  dusty  death. H  — Shakespeare. 

(<  Write  it  on  your  heart  that  to-day  is  the  best  day  of  the  year.w 

Never  leave  that  till  tomorrow  which  you  can  do  to-day. 

—Franklin. 

Defer  not  till  tomorrow  to  be  wise: 

Tomorrow’s  sun  to  thee  may  never  rise. 

— Congreve. 

Boast  not  thyself  of  to-morrow;  for  thou  knowest  not  what  a  day  may  bring 
forth.  — Proverbs. 

Yet  fool’d  with  hope,  men  favor  the  deceit, 

Trust  on,  and  think  to-morrow  will  repay — 

To-morrow’s  falser  than  the  former  day. 

Happy  the  man,  and  happy  he  alone, 

He  who  can  call  to-day  his  own 
Pie  who,  secure  within,  can  say, 

To-morrow,  do  thy  worst,  for  I  have  lived  to-day. 

— Dryden. 
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Love  rules  the  court,  the  camp,  the  grove, 
And  men  below  and  saints  above  ; 

For  love  is  heaven,  and  heaven  is  love. 


—  Scott. 


(<Love  thyself  last,  the  world  shall  be  made  better 
By  thee,  if  this  brief  motto  forms  thy  creed. 

Go  follow  it  in  spirit  and  in  letter ; 

This  is  the  true  religion  that  we  need.w 

Four  things  a  man  must  learn  to  do 
If  he  would  make  his  record  true : 

To  think  without  confusion  clearly, 

To  love  his  fellow-man  sincerely, 

To  act  from  honest  motives  purely, 

To  trust  in  God  and  heaven  securely. 

—  Henry  Van  Dyke. 

Teach  me  to  feel  another’s  woe, 

To  hide  the  fault  I  see ; 

That  mercy  I  to  others  show, 

That  mercy  show  to  me. 

—  Pope. 

Who  gives  himself  with  his  alms  feeds  three  : 

Himself,  his  hungering  neighbor  and  me. 

—  J.  R.  Lowell. 


Goodness  and  love  mold  the  form  into  their  image,  and  cause  the  joy  and 
beauty  of  love  to  shine  forth  from  every  part  of  the  face.  —  Swedenborg. 

Light  guides,  but  love  moves.  Love  is  the  motor  which  carries  mankind  on¬ 
ward.  The  education  of  the  Social  nature  consists  in  changing  selfish  affections  into 
generous  affections,  blind  feelings  into  intelligent  attachments,  and  the  passive  emo¬ 
tions  of  sympathy  into  the  active  love  of  benevolence. 

—  James  Freeman  Clarke. 


Our  lives,  they  are  well  worth  the  living 

When  we  lose  our  small  selves  in  the  whole, 

And  feel  the  strong  surges  of  being 

Throb  through  us,  one  heart  and  one  soul. 

Eternity  bears  up  each  honest  endeavor; 

The  life  lost  for  love  is  a  life  saved  forever. 

—  Lucy  Larcom. 


«  a  new  commandment  I  give  unto  you,  That  ye  love  one  another;  as 
I  have  loved  you  that  ye  also  love  one  another. M 

Nineteen  hundred  years  ago,  this  imperative  command  of 
Christ  was  given  to  His  disciples;  and  its  fulfilment  was  to  be  the  proof 
of  their  discipleship:  for  He  added, —  (<  By  this  shall  all  men  know  that 
ye  are  my  disciples,  if  ye  have  love  one  to  another. w 

Call  it  by  what  name  you  will, —  charity,  benevolence,  philanthropy, 
unselfishness,  brotherhood  of  man, —  it  does  not  alter  the  fact  that  it  is 


4746 


THE  OMNIPOTENCE  OF  LOVE 


love— of  which  all  these  are  varying  expressions,  that  accomplishes  the 
greatest  work  of  the  world, —  the  work  that  raises  man  to  his  highest 
estate,  and  removes  him  from  kinship  with  the  lower  animals. 

Science  has  accomplished  marvels,  has  disclosed  to  our  wondering 
eyes  a  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth,  has  harnessed  the  forces  of  nature 
in  obedience  to  man’s  will,  has  tunneled  mountains,  diverted  the  courses 
of  rivers,  and  annihilated  distance,  has  brought  continents,  thousands  of 
miles  apart,  and  separated  by  mighty  oceans,  into  daily  communication. 
But  it  is  love,  with  its  purifying,  elevating  influence,  that  has  laid  its  touch 
on  man’s  heart,  and  bade  him,  in  the  midst  of  the  triumphant  march  of 
progress  witnessed  by  the  nineteenth  century,  hold  out  his  hand  across 
the  world  to  the  poor,  the  sick,  the  sorrowing,  the  suffering  of  every 
race,  in  every  clime;  to  lift  them  up  to  participation  in  the  advantages 
with  which  advancing  science  and  the  growing  intelligence  of  mankind 
have  blessed  the  world. 

Love  has  struck  the  shackles  from  the  hands  of  the  slave,  has  erected 
hospitals  and  asylums  for  the  unfortunate,  has  established  free  schools 
for  the  education  of  the  poor,  so  that  they  may  gain  that  knowledge 
which  will  enable  them  to  reach  out  toward  the  higher  things  of  life,  to 
ascend  in  the  scale  of  humanity.  It  is  love  that  is  seeking  to  educate 
man  beyond  the  necessity  of  reform  schools  and  penal  institutions.  It  is 
slowly,  very  slowly,  but  still  surely,  opening  the  eyes  of  the  world  to  the 
fact  that  war  is  homicide;  that  hatred,  malignity,  and  strife,  whether  be¬ 
tween  man  and  man  or  between  nation  and  nation,  are  destructive  to  pro¬ 
gress,  and  inimical  to  the  best  interests  of  the  individual  and  of  the  race. 
Love  shows  that,  even  from  the  low  standpoint  of  material  interests,  peace 
between  nations  is  better  than  war;  that  a  friendly  rivalry,  in  the  spirit 
of  good-will,  will  accomplish  more  than  force  m  developing  mutual  good. 
It  is  the  supreme  architect,  the  great  builder,  whose  structure  neither 
winds  nor  waves  can  destroy. 

Do  you  wish  to  rear  a  beautiful  palace  out  of  the  materials  God  has 
given  to  you  to  build  the  fabric  of  your  life  ?  Then  make  Love  your 
architect. 

"And  now  abideth  faith,  hope,  love,  these  three,*  wrote  St.  Paul; 
<(  but  the  greatest  of  these  is  love. ”  The  perfect  character  is  based  upon 
love, — love  to  God,  and  love  to  one’s  neighbor.  This  is  the  fulfilling  of 
the  law,  the  attainment  of  the  successful  life. 

"  The  spectrum  of  love  has  seven  ingredients,”  says  Henry  Drum¬ 
mond,  in  his  analysis  of  love  according  to  St.  Paul;  (<  patience,  kindness, 
generosity,  humility,  courtesy,  unselfishness,  sincerity,— these  make  up 
the  supreme  gift,  the  stature  of  the  perfect  man.  You  will  observe  that 
all  are  in  relation  to  men,  in  relation  to  life,  in  relation  to  the  known  to¬ 
day  and  the  near  to-morrow,  and  not  to  the  unknown  eternity.  We  hear 
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much  of  love  to  God;  Christ  spoke  much  of  love  to  man.  We  make 
a  great  deal  of  peace  with  heaven;  Christ  made  much  of  peace  on 
earth. 

(<  (  The  greatest  thing  a  man  can  do  for  his  heavenly  Father,  >  it  has 
been  said,  ( is  to  be  kind  to  some  of  his  other  children. >  I  wonder  why  it 
is  that  we  are  not  all  kinder  than  we  are?  How  much  the  world  needs 
it.  How  easily  it  is  done.  How  instantaneously  it  acts.  How  infallibly 
it  is  remembered.  How  superabundantly  it  pays  itself  back  —  for  there 
is  no  debtor  in  the  world  so  honorable,  so  superbly  honorable  as  love. 
(  Love  never  failethC  Love  is  success,  love  is  happiness,  love  is  life. 
(  Love,*  I  say  with  Browning,  *  is  energy  of  life. J  . 

(<  You  will  find  as  you  look  back  upon  your  life,  that  the  moments  that 
stand  out,  the  moments  when  you  have  really  lived,  are  those  in  which 
you  have  done  things  in  the  spirit  of  love.  As  memory  scans  the 
past,  above  and  beyond  all  the  transitory  pleasure  of  life,  there  leap  for¬ 
ward  those  supreme  hours  when  you  have  been  able  to  do  unnoticed 
kindnesses  to  those  around  you;  things  too  trifling  to  speak  about, 
but  which  you  feel  have  entered  into  your  eternal  life.  I  have  seen 
almost  all  the  beautiful  things  God  has  made;  I  have  enjoyed  almost 
every  pleasure  that  He  has  planned  for  man;  and  yet,  as  I  look  back, 
I  see  standing  above  all  the  life  that  has  gone  four  or  five  short  experi¬ 
ences  when  the  love  of  God  reflected  itself  in  some  poor  imitation,  some 
small  act  of  love  of  mine;  and  these  seem  to  be  the  things  which  alone 
of  all  one’s  life  abide.  Every  other  good  is  visionary.  But  the  acts 
of  love  which  no  man  knows  about,  or  can  ever  know  about, —  they 
never  fail  ” 

Over  Lord  Shaftesbury’s  body  in  Westminster  Abbey  are  carved 
those  beautiful  words,  —  an  epitaph  and  a  biography, —  (<Love;  Service.” 
Not  because  of  his  noble  ancestry,  his  wealth,  and  high  rank  among  his 
peers,  his  intellect  and  statesman-like  gifts,  does  this  man  hold  an 
assured  place  in  the  hearts  of  his  countrymen ;  no,  what  endears  him  to 
all  ranks  is  that  unselfish  love  which  prompted  him  to  give  his  life  to  the 
service  of  his  fellow-man. 

(<  In  the  heart  of  Africa,  among  the  great  lakes,”  says  Drummond,  <(  I 
have  come  across  black  men  and  women  who  remembered  the  only  white 
man  they  ever  saw  before, —  David  Livingstone;  and,  as  you  cross  his 
footsteps  in  that  dark  continent,  men’s  faces  light  up  as  they  speak  of 
the  kind  doctor  who  passed  there  years  ago.  They  could  not  understand 
him;  but  they  felt  the  love  that  beat  in  his  heart.” 

«  Did  you  really  intend  to  brave  the  terrors  of  the  ocean  in  so  frail  a 
skiff  ?  ”  asked  Napoleon  of  a  young  English  sailor  who  had  escaped  from 
captivity  in  the  interior  of  France,  reached  the  coast  near  Boulogne,  and 
constructed  a  little  boat  of  the  branches  and  bark  of  trees,  in  which  he 
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was  about  to  venture  upon  the  stormy  English  Channel,  hoping  to  be 
picked  up  by  some  British  cruiser. 

«  If  you  will  but  grant  me  permission, ”  said  the  youth,  «  I  will  em¬ 
bark  immediately. ” 

(<  You  must  doubtless,  then,  have  some  sweetheart  to  revisit,  since 
you  are  so  desirous  to  return  to  your  country. ” 

(<  I  wish,”  said  the  sailor,  <(  to  see  my  mother.  She  is  aged,  poor,  and 
infirm.  ” 

(<  You  shall  see  her!”  exclaimed  Napoleon,  energetically,  (<  and  pre¬ 
sent  to  her  from  me  this  purse  of  gold.  She  must  be  no  common  mother 
who  can  have  trained  up  so  affectionate  and  dutiful  a  son.”  Soon  after¬ 
ward,  he  sent  the  young  man  in  a  French  cruiser,  under  a  flag  of  truce, 
to  a  British  vessel. 

Love  is  the  golden  key  wherewith  all  hearts  are  opened.  It  is  the 
magic  door  through  which  we  must  pass  to  success  in  work  and  life. 
Into  everything  you  do  you  must  put  this  mighty,  vivifying  force,  or  you 
will  not  succeed  on  the  highest  plane.  You  may  go  into  the  slums  of  a 
large  city,  or  out  into  the  highways  and  byways,  through  a  sense  of  duty, 
or  because  you  are  a  church  member,  and  do  not  wish  to  appear  behind 
others,  or  for  some  other  reason,  to  relieve  the  necessities  of  the  poor,  to 
instruct  the  ignorant  and  lead  them  to  a  knowledge  of  better  things;  but 
if  you  do  not  love  the  work,  do  not  love  the  people  you  are  trying  to 
help,  your  efforts  will  be  futile.  <(  We  love  them  first,”  said  a  member 
of  the  Salvation  Army  in  answer  to- one  who  had  asked  as  to  what  their 
initial  step  was  in  endeavoring  to  reclaim  the  poor  outcasts  whom  they 
rescue  from  the  streets.  This  is  the  secret  of  the  marvelous  growth  of 
the  Salvation  Army. 

Whatever  your  occupation  or  profession,  wherever  your  lot  be  cast, 
if  you  bring  not  love  into  it,  life  will  be  a  dreary,  hopeless  failure.  The 
truly  successful  teacher,  for  instance,  is  not  the  one  who  works  for  salary 
only,  who  maintains  discipline  by  fear,  and  compels  her  pupils  to  study 
because  they  are  afraid  of  the  punishment  that  will  be  meted  out  if  they 
do  not.  Teaching  children  cold,  mechanical  facts  about  grammar,  geog¬ 
raphy,  physiology,  and  arithmetic,  is  apt  to  become  a  weariness  to  the 
teacher  and  drudgery  to  the  pupils,  if  love  does  not  form  one  of  the 
ingredients  of  the  work.  To  be  sure,  in  the  crowded  condition  of  our 
public  schools,  there  is  little  chance  for  a  teacher  to  study  her  pupils 
individually,  but  the  one  who  is  anxious  for  their  highest  welfare,  whose 
heart  is  in  what  she  is  doing,  will  try,  in  a  general  way,  at  least,  to  reach 
the  higher  springs  of  the  lives  she  is  so  largely  helping  to  mold.  Love 
multiplies  power;  it  is  intuitive  and  has  a  way  of  reaching  down  to  the 
heart  of  things  impossible  to  the  soul  not  guided  by  it.  The  clergyman 
who  would  succeed  must  be  controlled  by  the  desire  to  make  men  better; 
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he  must  love,  or  he  will  never  uplift  them.  A  truly  successful  lawyer 
must  not  only  love  the  law,  but  he  must  love  truth  and  justice  more;  he 
must  be  concerned  more  for  the  interest  of  his  client  than  for  his  fee  or 
the  reputation  he  hopes  to  win. 

wWhen  I  was  in  the  law  school  at  Yale,®  says  Rev.  Russell  H.  Con- 
well,  “there  was  one  poor  young  fellow  there.  A  ragged  boy  he  was;  I 
loved  that  boy,  though  I  had  but  little  association  with  him.  But  I  loved 
him  because  he  was  ragged  and  poor,  and  I  would  not  be  surprised  if  he 
loved  me  for  the  same  reason.  Many  years  have  passed  since  then. 
While  he  was  in  the  law  school  he  was  determined  to  be  a  judge.  That 
was  his  fixed  purpose.  His  father  was  opposed  to  it,  and  would  not  per¬ 
mit  him  to  take  from  home  anything  but  the  clothes  he  wore.  He 
worked  and  laid  up  a  few  dollars.  He  worked  out  of  hours  to  secure 
his  education.  As  he  could  not  attend  all  the  classes  on  account  of  his 
work,  his  friends  in  the  college  would  help  him.  They  would  take  notes 
of  lectures  and  read  them  to  him. 

“  He  loved  the  law.  He  was  fascinated  with  the  idea  of  being  a  law¬ 
yer.  He  loved  justice,  he  loved  truth.  When  people  saw  his  determi¬ 
nation,  they  would  say,  (  He  will  succeed.*  Now  he  goes  his  way  into 
one  of  the  highest  places  of  the  land.  He  has  won  it  not  because  he 
had  any  one  to  help  him,  but  because  his  love  for  the  work  was  strong 
enough  to  win  it.  ® 

The  spirit  which  actuated  this  poor  ragged  boy, — love  of  the  work, 
and  longing  for  truth  and  justice,  with  an  unselfish  desire  to  be  a  helper 
in  the  gathering  movement  toward  community  of  interests  or  the 
brotherhood  of  man,  are  the  surest  means  to  win  success  in  any  career. 
It  matters  not  whether  you  elect  to  be  a  scientist  or  a  lecturer,  a  physi¬ 
cian  or  a  shipbuilder,  a  farmer  or  a  mechanic,  a  teacher  or  a  nurse,  in 
no  other  spirit  can  you  give  to  the  world  the  best  of  which  you  are 
capable.  If  you  have  no  other  object  than  the  advancement  of  your 
own  interests,  then  will  you  miss  the  true  joy  of  life. 

“  You  talk  of  self  as  the  motive  to  exertion, ®  says  J.  G.  Whyte  Mel¬ 
ville  ;  “  I  tell  you  it  is  the  abnegation  of  self  which  has  wrought  out  all 
that  is  noble,  all  that  is  good,  all  that  is  useful,  and  nearly  all  that  is 
ornamental  in  the  world.® 

What  led  Florence  Nightingale  to  give  up  her  luxurious  home,  her 
loving  friends,  all  that  conduces  to  personal  comfort  and  happiness,  to 
risk  health  and  life  on  the  battle-field  and  in  the  cholera-stricken  camps 
of  the  Crimea  ?  This  was  in  substance  the  cry  that  reached  her  in  her 
sheltered  retreat,  and  that  would  not  let  her  rest  until  she  brought  re¬ 
lief  to  the  sufferers:  — 

«  It  is  now  pouring  rain,®  wrote  William  Howard  Russell  from  the  Eng¬ 
lish  camp  at  the  Crimea;  “the  skies  are  black  as  ink;  the  wind  is  howl- 
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ing  over  the  staggering  tents;  the  trenches  are  turned  into  dikes;  in  the 
tents  the  water  is  sometimes  a  foot  deep ;  our  men  have  neither  warm 
nor  waterproof  clothing;  they  are  out  for  twelve  hours  at  a  time  in  the 
trenches;  they  are  plunged  into  the  inevitable  miseries  of  a  winter  cam¬ 
paign, —  and  not  a  soul  seems  to  care  for  their  comfort,  or  even  for  their 
lives.  These  are  hard  truths,  but  the  people  of  England  must  hear 
them.  They  must  know  that  the  wretched  beggar  who  wanders  about 
the  streets  of  London  in  the  rain  leads  the  life  of  a  prince,  compared 
with  the  British  soldiers  who  are  fighting  out  here  for  their  country. 
The  commonest  accessories  of  a  hospital  are  wanting;  there  is  not  the 
least  attention  paid  to  decency  or  cleanliness.  The  fetid  air  can  barely 
struggle  out  to  taint  the  atmosphere,  save  through  the  chinks  in  the 
walls  and  roofs;  and,  for  all  I  can  observe,  these  men  die  without  the 
least  effort  being  made  to  save  them.  The  sick  appear  to  be  tended  by 
the  sick,  and  the  dying  by  the  dying.”  The  winter  of  1854  brought 
snow  three  feet  deep  on  a  level,  and  many  were  frozen  in  their  tents. 
Of  an  army  of  forty-five  thousand,  over  eighteen  thousand  were  in  the 
hospitals,  with  a  death  rate  of  sixty  per  cent  in  the  w  Great  Barrack.  ” 
With  the  advent  of  the  <(  Angel  of  the  Crimea,”  all  this  was  changed. 
Arrangements  were  at  once  made  for  draining  the  camp;  a  laundry,  an 
invalid’s  kitchen,  and  a  course  of  entertaining  lectures  for  convalescents 
were  established,  while  Miss  Nightingale  and  the  band  of  devoted  nurses 
who  accompanied  her  gave  their  personal  attention  to  the  stricken  sol¬ 
diers.  Out  of  chaos  issued  order,  the  camp  rose  from  despair  to  hope, 

and  within  the  comparatively  short  space  of  a  year  and 
a  half  the  changed  conditions  had  reduced  the  death 
rate  to  a  little  over  one  per  cent. 

A  correspondent  of  the  London  (<  Times,”  in 
an  appreciative  article  on  the  work  accomplished 
by  Miss  Nightingale,  wrote: — - 

<(  Wherever  there  is  disease  in  its  most  danger¬ 
ous  form,  and  the  hand  of  the  spoiler  most  distress¬ 
ingly  nigh,  there  is  that  incomparable  woman  sure 
to  be  seen ;  her  benignant  presence  is  an  influence 
for  good  comfort  even  amid  the  struggles  of  expir¬ 
ing  nature.  She  is  a  < ministering  angel,'  without  any 
exaggeration,  in  these  hospitals,  and,  as  her  slender 
form  glides  quietly  along  each  corridor,  every  poor  fel¬ 
low’s  face  softens  with  gratitude  at  the  sight  of  her.  When 
all  the  medical  officers  have  retired  for  the  night,  and  silence 
and  daikness  have  settled  down  upon  these  miles  of  prostrate  sick,  she 
ma\  be  obser\ed,  alone,  with  a  little  lamp  in  her  hand,  making  her  soli¬ 
tary  rounds." 
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(<  She  would  speak  to  one  and  another,”  a  soldier  wrote  home,  (<  and 
nod  and  smile  to  many  more ;  but  she  could  not  do  it  to  all,  you  know, 
for  we  lay  there  by  hundreds;  but  we  could  kiss  her  shadow  as  it  fell, 
and  lay  our  heads  on  our  pillows  again  content.  ” 

What  the  vast  resources  of  the  British  army  had  failed  to  do,  the  ten¬ 
der  love  and  pity  of  one  frail  woman  had  accomplished. 

Love  is  magnanimous,  and  knows  no  fear. 

At  the  battle  of  Fredericksburg,  hundreds  of  Union  soldiers  lay 
wounded  on  the  field  a  whole  day  and  a  night;  the  agonizing  cries  for 
water  among  the  wounded  were  answered  only  by  the  roar  of  the  guns. 
At  length  a  Southern  soldier  who  could  not  endure  these  piteous  cries 
any  longer  begged  his  general  to  let  him  carry  water  to  the  suffering. 
The  general  told  him  it  would  be  instant  death  to  appear  upon  the  field, 
but  the  cries  of  the  unfortunates  drowned  the  roar  of  the  guns  to  him, 
at  least,  and  with  a  supply  of  water  he  rushed  out  among  the  wounded 
and  dying  on  his  errand  of  mercy.  Wondering  eyes  from  both  armies 
watched  the  brave  fellow  as,  heedless  of  guns,  he  passed  from  soldier 
to  soldier,  gently  raising  their  heads  and  placing  the  cooling  cup  to 
their  parched  lips.  The  Union  soldiers  were  so  deeply  impressed  by 
the  action  of  this  boy  in  gray,  risking  his  life  for  his  enemies’  sake, 
that  they  ceased  firing  for  an  hour  and  a  half,  as  did  the  Confeder¬ 
ates.  During  this  whole  time  the  boy  in  gray  went  over  the  entire 
battle-field,  giving  drink  to  the  thirsty,  straightening  cramped  and 
mangled  limbs,  putting  knapsacks  under  the  heads  of  sufferers,  and 
spreading  coats  and  blankets  over  them  as  tenderly  as  if  they  had  been 
his  own  comrades. 

<(  Before  the  birth  of  love,”  said  Socrates,  (< many  fearful  things  took 
place  through  the  empire  of  necessity;  but  when  this  god  was  born  all 
things  arose  to  men.” 

It  is  because  love  is  yet  in  its  infancy  that  so  many  <(  fearful  things” 
continue  to  take  place  in  the  world.  It  is  because  mankind  is  still  in  its 
childhood,  the  childhood  of  fear,  of  anger,  of  hatred,  of  restlessness,  of 
selfishness  and  egotism,  that  men  are  base  enough  to  trade  upon  the 
necessities  of  their  brothers,  to  traffic  in  human  flesh  and  blood  that  they 
may  pile  up  mone)T  which  they  cannot  use.  Men  speak  evil,  one  against 
another,  because  they  have  not  yet  learned  what  love  is.  The  law  of  love 
is  service,  but  the  chief  aim  of  the  self-seeker,  the  avaricious,  is  to  be 
ministered  unto  rather  than  to  minister.  If  the  meaning  of  love  were 
understood,  there  would  be  no  wars,  no  hatred,  no  ill  will,  no  desire  to 
outreach  others;  all  base  passions  would  shrink  abashed  before  this 
divine  power. 

<(  Love  is  the  fulfilling  of  the  law.”  How  else  can  we  interpret  this 
than  that  love  to  God  and  man  embraces  all  the  divine  commands  ? 
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Henry  Drummond,  in  his  incomparable  lecture,  <(  The  Greatest  Thing  in 
the  World,®  says  in  regard  to  this:  — 

«If  you  love,  you  will  unconsciously  fulfill  the  whole  law.  You  can 
readily  see  for  yourselves  how  that  must  be  so.  Take  any  of  the  com¬ 
mandments.  (  Thou  shalt  have  no  other  gods  before  Me.)  If  a  man  love 
God,  you  will  not  require  to  tell  him  that.  Love  is  the  fulfilling  of  the  law. 
(  Take  not  His  name  in  vain.*  Would  one  ever  dream  of  taking  His  name 
in  vain  if  he  loved  Him?  (  Remember  the  Sabbath  day  to  keep  it  holy.  > 
Would  he  not  be  glad  to  have  one  day  in  seven  to  devote  more  exclu¬ 
sively  to  the  object  of  his  affection  ?  Love  would  fulfill  all  these  laws  re¬ 
garding  God.  And  so,  if  one  loved  Man,  you  would  never  think  of  telling 
him  to  honor  his  father  and  mother.  He  could  not  do  anything  else.  It 
would  be  preposterous  to  tell  him  not  to  kill.  You  could  only  insult  him 
if  you  suggested  that  he  should  not  steal,  —  for  how  could  he  steal  from 
those  he  loved  ?  It  would  be  superfluous  to  beg  him  not  to  bear  false  wit¬ 
ness  against  his  neighbor.  If  he  loved  him,  it  would  be  the  last  thing  he 
would  do.  You  would  never  dream  of  urging  him  not  to  covet  what  his 
neighbors  had.  He  would  rather  they  possessed  it  than  himself.  In  this 
way  ( love  is  the  fulfilling  of  the  lawP  It  is  the  rule  for  fulfilling  all 
rules,  the  new  commandment  for  keeping  all  the  old  commandments, 
Christ’s  one  secret  of  the  Christian  life.” 

Love  is  the  constructive  force  of  the  universe.  Wherever  found  it  is 
engaged  in  the  work  of  building  up  lives,  putting  joy  and  beauty  into 
their  structure.  Shielding  the  unfortunate,  raising  up  the  fallen,  bring¬ 
ing  new  hope  to  the  despairing,  new  light  to  dull  and  leaden  lives,  min¬ 
istering  to  the  sick  in  mind  and  body,  smoothing  the  way  for  the  tender 
and  the  footsore  wayfarers  on  life’s  rough  road,  it  goes  through  the 
world,  a  ministering  spirit, —  ministering  while  it  teaches  men  how  to 
live. 

(<  Working  among  the  poor  of  London,”  says  Dr.  Hillis  in  (<  The  In¬ 
vestment  of  Influence,”  (<  an  English  author  searched  out  the  life-career 
of  an  apple-woman.  Her  story  makes  the  story  of  kings  and  queens  con¬ 
temptible.  Events  had  appointed  her  to  poverty,  hunger,  cold,  and  two 
rooms  in  a  tenement.  But  there  were  three  orphan  boys  sleeping  in  an 
ash-box,  whose  lot  was  harder.  She  dedicated  her  heart  and  life  to  the 
little  waifs.  During  two  and  forty  years  she  mothered  and  reared  some 
twenty  orphans, —  gave  them  home  and  bed  and  food;  taught  them  all 
she  knew;  helped  some  to  obtain  a  scant  knowledge  of  the  trades;  helped 
others  off  to  Canada  and  America.  The  author  says  she  had  misshapen 
features,  but  that  an  exquisite  smile  was  on  the  dead  face.  It  must 
have  been  so.  She  ( had  a  beautiful  soul/  as  Emerson  said  of  Long¬ 
fellow.  Poverty  disfigured  the  apple-woman’s  garret,  and  want  made  it 
wretched;  nevertheless,  God’s  most  beautiful  angels  hovered  over  it. 
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Her  life  was  a  sweet  episode  in  London’s  history.  Social  reform  has 
felt  her  influence.  Like  a  broken  vase,  the  perfume  of  her  being  will 
sweeten  literature  and  society  a  thousand  years  after  we  are  gone.” 

If  each  of  us  wrought  out  our  years  in  love  as  did  this  poor  apple- 
woman,  the  face  of  the  world  would  be  transformed  in  less  than  a  oen- 
eration. 

In  a  country  cemetery,  a  simple  white  stone  marks  the  grave  of  a 
little  girl,  and  on  the  stone  are  chiseled  these  words:  <(  A  child  of  whom 
her  playmates  said,  ( It  was  easier  to  be  good  when  she  was  with  us. }  * 
These  few  words  tell  the  beautiful  story  of  the  short  life.  The  child 
loved.  Christ  loved.  That  was  the  secret  of  the  only  perfect  life. 
Love’s  influence  for  good  is  compelling.  No  matter  how  low  a  man  may 
have  fallen,  it  yet  has  power  to  raise  him.  He  cannot  resist  its  call 
even  if  he  would.  The  soul  of  Mary  Magdalen  was  moved  to  repentance 
by  the  love  of  Christ,  and  the  sinner  became  a  saint.  Jean  Valjean, 
Victor  Hugo’s  immortal  hero,  driven  to  crime  and  desperation  by  the 
wrongs  inflicted  upon  him  by  society,  was  won  back  to  manhood  through 
the  love  of  the  good  Bishop  Bienvenue,  became  wealthy,  and  devoted  his 
after  life  to  the  service  of  humanity.  Laboring  in  the  convict  prisons  of 
England,  Elizabeth  Fry  brought  renewed  hope  and  courage  and  long 
forgotten  impulses  to  good  to  the  lives  of  many  of  the  unhappy  inmates 
who,  perhaps,  had  never  known  what  love  is  until  this  good  Samaritan 
came  to  minister  to  them.  What  Christlike  love  she  had  for  them  is  wit¬ 
nessed  by  her  answer  to  a  lady  companion,  who,  noting  that  she  was 
greeted  affectionately  as  a  familiar  friend  by  the  occupants  of  the  wom¬ 
en’s  cells  in  Newgate,  inquired  of  what  crimes  they  had  been  convicted. 
<(  I  do  not  know,”  replied  Mrs.  Fry;  (<  I  have  never  asked  them  that.  We 
all  have  come  short.”  In  our  own  day,  Maud  Ballington  Booth  is  win¬ 
ning  anew  to  self-respecting  manhood  and  womanhood,  and  a  place 
among  the  ranks  of  the  world’s  workers,  men  and  women  who,  but  for 
her,  would  be  driven  back  by  a  pharisaical  society  to  those  very  crimes 
for  which  the  state  undertook  to  punish  them. 

<(  I  think  it  is  Mr.  Tennyson,”  says  Rev.  Russell  H.  Con  well,  <(  who 
writes  of  a  case  (which  he  did  not  put  in  poetry,  however)  of  the  great  trans¬ 
figuring  power  of  love.  He  said  that  there  was  a  woman  in  some  portion 
of  England,  very  beautiful,  belonging  to  the  titled  class.  She  had  a  recep¬ 
tion  one  night.  The  parties  who  were  invited  came  with  their  diamonds 
in  their  evening  attire.  They  all  came  to  pay  their  vows  to  her  as  a  social 
queen.  She  was  admired  by  all.  Her  very  form  was  that  of  pride ;  her  eyes 
were  expressive  of  force  and  will  and  the  determination  to  have  her  own 
way.  Tennyson  said,  (  Do  you  think  that  that  woman  can  ever  choose 
to  stand  on  the  street  corner,  choose  to  do  it  in  a  ragged  dress,  elect  to 
stand  there  and  wait  about  the  front  of  a  public  house?  Do  you  believe 
8 — 298 
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she  would  stand  there  by  a  tavern,  dressed  in  rags?  y  I  should  have 
said  that  it  was  utterly  impossible. 

w  But  love  came  in.  She  loved  a  man  and  he  loved  her.  After 
their  union,  he  fell  into  drink  and  went  on  downward.  Her  friends 
tried  to  persuade  her  to  leave  him,  but  she  would  follow  him  and 
help  him,  try  to  reform  him,  labor  for  him.  They  at  length 
took  two  rooms.  She  wa§  obliged  to  pawn  her  goods,  yet  she 
clung  to  the  poor  beggar  until,  one  night,  there  she  stood, — 
there  in  rags,  waiting  for  this  drunken  man  to  come  forth  from 
the  saloon,  that  she  might  help  him  to  their  humble  home  of 
two  rooms.  There  was  this  queen  of  beauty,  a  ragged  beg¬ 
gar  on  the  street  corner;  made  so  by  love.  Her  love  was 
strong  enough  to  do  even  that. ® 

This  instance  of  the  self-abnegation  of  the  purely  per¬ 
sonal  love  is  typical  of  the  self-forgetfulness  of  the  larger,  all- 
embracing  love  which  is  not  prompted  by  ties  of  blood  or  personal 
relation. 

A  poor  woman,  knowing  that  Oliver  Goldsmith  had  studied  medicine, 
and  hearing  of  his  great  humanity,  solicited  him  in  a  letter  to  send  her 
something  for  her  husband,  who  had  lost  his  appetite  and  was  reduced 
to  a  most  melancholy  state.  The  good-natured  poet  waited  on  her  with¬ 
out  delay,  and,  after  some  discourse  with  his  patient,  found  that  he  was 
sinking  more  from  .the  effects  of  poverty  than  from  sickness. 

The  doctor  told  the  pair  they  should  hear  from  him  in  an  hour,  when 
he  would  send  them  some  pills  which  he  believed  would  prove  effica¬ 
cious.  He  immediately  went  home  and  put  ten  guineas  into  a  chip  box, 
with  the  following  label:  “These  must  be  used  as  necessities  require. 
Be  patient,  and  of  good  heart.  ® 

Poor  and  needy  as  he  was,  Goldsmith  literally  fulfilled  the  divine  pre¬ 
cept:  <(  Give  to  him  that  asketh  thee,  and  from  him  that  would  borrow  of 
thee  turn  not  thou  away. w  He  would  sometimes  give  away  part  of  his 
only  suit  of  clothes.  On  one  occasion  he  gave  away  the  covering  from 
his  bed  and  got  under  the  tick  to  keep  from  freezing. 

Some  of  the  noblest  philanthropies  of  modern  times  have  had  their 
origin  in  the  love  of  the  poor  for  the  poor. 

<(  Fifty  years  ago,®  says  a  recent  writer,  <(  a  young  curate  in  Brittany 
had  a  charitable  idea.  He  himself  had  no  money  to  further  it,  for  his 
salary  was  only  eighty  dollars  a  year,  and  his  only  friends  were  the 
wretched.  His  idea  was  so  simple  as  to  be  almost  ridiculous;  it  was  that 
the  poor  should  help  the  poor.  The  enthusiastic  curate  appealed  to 
three  women  to  help  him.  Two  of  these  were  seamstresses  and  the 
other  worked  out  as  a  servant.  These  four  people  agreed  to  pool  their 
wages  and  begin  the  new  enterprise. 
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H  So,  in  a  poverty-stricken  street  in  St.  Servan,  the  order  of  the  Little 
Sisters  of  the  Poor  was  organized,  and  in  a  wretched  attic  the  first  pen¬ 
sioners,  two  old  women,  were  tenderly  cared  for.  Jeanne  Jugan,  the 
servant  girl,  was  the  first  alms-gatherer  of  the  society. 

(<  Inspired  by  a  poor  curate,  undertaken  by  the  lowliest  of  people,  be¬ 
ginning  in  a  single  attic  room  in  a  rude  tenement,  one  of  the  most  re¬ 
markable  of  the  religious  and  philanthropic  movements  of  modern  times 
was  born.  Christ  had  no  humbler  origin.  To-day  the  order  has  two 
hundred  and  fifty  houses  on  the  Continent  of  Europe,  and  it  gives  food 
and  shelter  to  more  than  thirty-three  thousand  aged  and  poor  people 
daily. 

(<  The  Little  Sister  with  her  basket  or  her  cart  is  a  familiar  sight  in 
large  cities  across  the  water,  and  the  Abbe  Le  Pailleur  has  lived  to  see 
his  noble  dream  extended  beyond  his  prophetic  vision. 

“About  two  years  ago  a  dressmaker, —  why  forget  her  name?  —  Annie 
McDonald,  died  in  New  York,  and  left  her  whole  property,  amounting 
to  two  hundred  dollars,  as  a  legacy  to  start  a  home  for  crippled  children. 
Almost  every  other  variety  of  charity  had  been  attended  to,  but  the  crip¬ 
pled  child,  of  whom  there  are  so  many  in  the  rushing  city,  had  been 
overlooked. 

<(  To  the  dressmaker  came  the  thought  of  this  new  charity  for  this  old 
form  of  helplessness,  and  she  left  her  fortune  of  two  hundred  dollars  for 
this  purpose,  with  the  trustfulness  of  one  who  was  bequeathing  twenty 
thousand.  Thus  the  Daisy  Fields  Home  came  into  existence. 

“  Back  of  the  famous  Palisades,  not  far  from  the  Hudson  River,  in 
the  middle  of  a  broad  field  which  is  as  white  in  summer  with  daisies  as 
it  is  in  winter  with  snow,  stands  the  little  hospital  which  fills  a  place  that 
no  other  hospital  has  made  any  attempt  to  fill.  There  crippled  children 
are  taken,  and  from  there  they  are  not  sent  away.  They  are  perma¬ 
nently  sheltered  until  they  are  either  cured  or  are  amply  able  to  support 
themselves  without  pain.” 

But  for  the  poor,  lame  teacher,  Sophie  Wright,  New  Orleans  would 
have  no  free  evening  school  for  men  and  boys.  When  only  sixteen 
years  old,  Miss  Wright,  who  has  been  self-supporting  since  the  age  of 
twelve,  saw  the  crying  need  of  educational  opportunities  for  the  men 
and  boys  of  New  Orleans,  who  are  occupied  during  the  day.  Failing  in 
her  attempt  to  get  the  public  schools  of  the  city  to  receive  these  unfor¬ 
tunates  in  the  evening,  she  threw  open  her  own  doors  to  them;  and, 
after  teaching  all  day  for  a  livelihood  she  taught,  for  love’s  sake,  at  night. 

She  called  for  volunteer  teachers  to  help  her  in  this  work,  and  her 
call  met  with  response.  Her  school  has  grown  until  there  are  now  over 
one  thousand  men  and  boys  in  attendance.  Fathers  and  sons,  men  fifty 
years  of  age  and  tender  little  lads,  sit  side  by  side  in  the  same  class.  The 
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one  requirement  for  admission  is  the  positive  statement  that  the  appli¬ 
cant  is  too  poor  to  pay  a  cent,  and  wants  to  learn  and  to  improve  himself. 
Many  men  and  bovs  come  barefoot.  As  far  as  she  can,  the  teacher  buys 
them  shoes,  also  books.  Through  the  generosity  of  kind  friends,  she  has 
been  enabled  to  enlarge  the  scope  of  her  enterprise,  year  by  year,  until 
her  schedule  of  classes  includes  painting,  drawing,  clay-modeling,  music, 
and  full  courses  in  bookkeeping  and  other  clerical  occupations. 

Every  one  is  familiar  with  the  story  of  the  German-English  philan¬ 
thropist,  George  Muller,  who,  in  the  early  half  of  the  nineteenth  cen¬ 
tury,  opened  the  famous  Orphan  House  at  Ashley  Downs,  England.  He 
had  no  money  to  start  the  enterprise,  but  his  love  for  the  poor,  homeless 
orphans  inspired  a  boundless  faith  that  God  would  prosper  the  under¬ 
taking.  This  great  institution,  the  product  of  one  man’s  love  and  faith, 
which  has  educated  and  provided  for  so  many  thousand  waifs,  is  sup¬ 
ported  entirely  by  voluntary  contributions. 

Those  royal  souls  who  gave  no  less  a  gift  than  themselves  realized 
the  truth  of  O.  B.  Frothingham's  words:  ®  Begin  with  a  generous  heart. 
Think  how  you  can  serve  others.  Then  shall  you  find  resources  to  grow. 
Your  own  portion  shall  not  be  left  desolate.  Strength  shall  be  shed 
through  you.  Do  the  utmost  with  what  you  have  and  it  shall  go  far 
enough. ” 

(<  Write  your  name  with  kindness,  love,  and  mercy,  on  the  hearts  of 
those  with  whom  you  associate,  and  you  will  never  be  forgotten.”  A 
Shaftesbury,  a  Cooper,  a  Peabody,  or  a  Muller,  needs  no  bronze  or 
marble  monument  to  commemorate  his  name.  The  memory  of  our 
philanthropists  is  graven  on  the  hearts  of  the  nations.  Their  works  form 
their  most  enduring  monuments,  and  their  names,  handed  down  from 
generation  to  generation,  will  be  emblazoned  forever  on  the  roll  of  the 
world's  benefactors. 

<(Ye  shall  know  them  by  their  fruits.”  A  life  filled  with  the  fruit 
of  kindly  deeds  is  the  only  one  that  will  find  favor  with  God. 

A  holy  hermit,  as  the  legend  runs,  who  had  lived  for  sixty  years  in  a 
cave  of  the  Thebard,  fasting,  praying,  and  performing  severe  penances, 
spending  his  whole  life  in  trying  to  make  himself  of  some  account  with 
God,  that  he  might  be  sure  of  a  seat  in  paradise,  asked  Him  to  show  him 
some  saint  greater  than  himself,  in  order  that  he  might  pattern  after 
him  to  still  greater  heights  of  holiness.  The  same  night  an  angel  came 
to  him  and  said:  ®  If  thou  wouldst  excel  all  others  in  virtue  and  sanctity, 
strive  to  imitate  a  certain  minstrel  who  goes  beo^o-incr  and  sinsfing"  from 
door  to  door.  ”  The  hermit,  much  chagrined,  sought  the  minstrel  and 
asked  him  how  he  had  managed  to  make  himself  so  acceptable  to 
God.  The  minstrel  hung  down  his  head  and  replied :  (<  Do  not  mock 
me,  holy  father.  I  have  performed  no  good  works,  and  I  am  not  worthy 
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to  pray.  I  only  go  from  door  to  door  to  amuse  people  with  my  viol  and 
my  flute. ”  The  hermit  insisted  that  he  must  have  done  some  good  deeds. 
The  minstrel  replied:  <(  Nay,  I  know  of  nothing  good  that  I  have  done.” 
<(  But  how  hast  thou  become  a  beggar  ?  Hast  thou  spent  thy  substance 
in  riotous  living  ?  ”  (<  Nay,  not  so,”  replied  the  minstrel.  <(  I  met  a  poor 

woman  running  hither  and  thither,  distracted,  because  her  husband  and 
children  had  been  sold  into  slavery  to  pay  a  debt.  I  took  her  home  and 
protected  her  from  certain  sons  of  Belial,  for  she  was  very  beautiful.  I 
gave  her  all  I  possessed  to  redeem  her  family,  and  returned  her  to  her 
husband  and  children.  Is  there  any  man  who  would  not  have  done  the 
same  ?  ”  The  hermit  shed  tears,  and  said  that  in  all  his  life  he  had  not 
done  so  much  as  the  poor  minstrel. 

(<  I  have  come  to  see  life,”  says  W.  D.  Howells,  (<not  as  the  chase  of 
a  forever  impossible  personal  happiness,  but  as  a  greed  for  endeavor 
toward  the  happiness  of  the  whole  human  family.  There  is  no  other 
success.”  This  is  but  the  interpretation  of  Christ’s  words :  (<  He  that 
findeth  his  life  shall  lose  it;  and  he  that  loseth  his  life  for  my  sake  shall 
find  it.”  The  self-absorbed  man  or  woman,  the  one  who  has  never  felt 
the  thrill  of  human  sympathy,  the  uplift  of  soul  that  follows  a  kind  act, 
has  missed  the  supremest  joy  that  can  come  to  mortal.  George  W. 
Childs,  who  used  his  honorably  acquired  wealth  as  a  fund  intrusted  to 
him  to  be  administered  for  the  benefit  of  others,  said:  ®  If  asked  what, 
as  the  result  of  my  experience,  is  the  greatest  pleasure  in  life,  I  should 
reply:  (  Doing  good  to  others. ’  ”  On  another  occasion  he  said:  w  I  believe 
that  children  should  be  educated  to  give  away  their  little  all ;  to  share 
their  possessions  with  their  friends;  if  they  are  trained  in 
this  spirit,  it  will  always  be  easy  for  them  to 
be  generous;  if  they  are  not,  it  will  be 
more  natural  for  them  to  be  mean,  and 
meanness  can  grow  upon  a  man  until  it 
saps  his  soul.” 

The  following  epitaph  was  placed 
upon  the  tomb  of  Edward  the  Good:  — 

(<  What  we  gave,  we  have; 

What  we  spent,  we  had; 

What  we  left,  we  lost.” 

It  contains  much  food  for  thought. 

"Human  beings,”  says  Ruskin,  "owe  a  debt 
of  love  to  one  another,  because  there  is  no  other 
method  of  paying  the  debt  of  love  and  care  which  ^ 

all  of  us  owe  to  Providence.”  So  it  was  that  a  queen  of  song,  in  re¬ 
membering  this  debt,  forgot  past  grievances  and  literally  fulfilled  the 
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injunction,  (<  Love  thy  enemies.”  The  story  is  thus  told  by  T.  De  Witt 
Talmage  in  (<  The  Pathway  of  Life  ” :  — 

o  * 


«  When  Madame  Sontag  began  her  musical  career,  she  was  hissed  off  the 
stage  at  Vienna  by  the  friends  of  her  rival,  Amelia  Steininger,  who  had  begun 
to  decline  through  her  dissipation.  Years  passed  on  and  one  day  Madame  Son- 
tag  in  her  glory  was  riding  through  Berlin,  when  she  saw  a  child  leading  a 
blind  woman,  and  she  said,  (  Come  here,  my  child.  Who  is  that  you  are 
leading  by  the  hand  ?>  The  child  replied,  (  That’s  my  mother:  that’s  Amelia 
Steininger.  She  used  to  be  a  great  singer,  but  she  lost  her  voice,  and  she 
cried  so  much  about  it  that  she  lost  her  eyesight.  >  (  Give  my  love  to  herd 

said  Madame  Sontag,  <and  tell  her  an  old  acquaintance  will  call  on  her  this 
afternoon. >  The  next  week  in  Berlin,  Madame  Sontag  sang  before  a  vast 
audience  gathered  at  a  benefit  for  that  blind  woman.  She  took  a  skilled 
oculist  to  see  her,  —  but  in  vain  he  tried -to  give  eyesight  to  the  blind  woman. 
Until  the  day  of  Amelia  Steininger’s  death,  Madame  Sontag  took  care  of 
her,  and  her  daughter  after  her.  That  was  what  the  queen  of  song  did  for 
her  enemy.” 

If  you  have  no  other  gifts,  you  can  be  lavish  with  kind  words  and 
acts.  These  cost  nothing,  and,  besides  giving  pleasure  to  others,  enrich 
and  beautify  your  character  as  nothing  else  can. 

A  pretty  story  is  told  of  a  little  girl  who  had  only  three  pennies  with 
which  to  buy  a  Christmas  present  for  her  grandmother,  who  lived  miles 
away.  As  she  sadly  pondered  on  how  little  this  money  would  buy,  a 
sudden  thought  came  to  her,  and  with  one  penny  she  bought  a  sheet  of 
paper  and  an  envelope,  and  with  the  other  two  a  stamp,  to  carry  a  letter 
in  which  she  said,  (<  I  have  no  gift  to  send  you,  dear  grandma,  but  I  love 
you,  love  you,  love  you,  and  here  are  a  hundred  kisses  for  you.”  It  is 
reported  that,  among  the  many  remembrances  which  that  grandmother 
received,  this  childish  letter  was  the  only  one  which  she  cried  over,  and 
locked  up  with  her  dead  baby’s  curl  of  hair  and  one  or  two  other  price¬ 
less  things. 

To  Artabazus,  a  courtier,  Cyrus  gave  a  cup  of  gold,  but  to  Chrysan- 
thus,  his  favorite,  he  gave  only  a  kiss.  Thereupon  the  courtier  said: 
<(  Sire,  the  cup  you  gave  me  was  not  so  good  gold  as  the  kiss  you  gave 
Chrysanthus.  ”  It  is  love  that  the  human  heart  hungers  for  in  every 
age,  and  in  every  station.  Kind  words  and  sympathy  often  do  more 
good  than  material  gifts. 

<(  What  can  we  do  for  you  ?  ”  asked  church  visitors  of  a  poor  old  woman 
whom  they  found  on  a  pallet  of  straw  in  an  attic.  They  thought  she 
would  say  «  bread,”  (<fuel,”  « covering, »  for  she  lacked  all  of  these. 
<l  What  do  you  want  ?  »  «  People,”  she  said;  «  send  some  one  to  talk  to 

me.  I  am  lonely.” 
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It  was  his  tender  sympathy  for  them  that  made  Dr.  Aronson  so  be¬ 
loved  by  the  poor  of  New  York.  Inheriting  a  small  property  from  his 
father,  he  early  determined  that  his  life  should  be  spent  in  service  for 
others.  At  his  own  expense  he  opened  a  hospital  for  consumptives  in 
the  poorest  part  of  the  city,  and  gave  himself,  without  reserve,  to  relieve 
the  sufferings  of  dwellers  in  the  crowded  tenement  districts.  (<  He  was 
a  man,®  said  a  friend,  (<  who  took  peculiar  pleasure  in  seeing  other  peo¬ 
ple  happy.  He  often  declared  that,  if  he  had  ten  million  dollars,  he 
would  spend  his  life  in  driving  around  the  tenement  districts,  relieving 
the  poor.”  The  heart  of  the  man  is  best  shown  in  his  own  words.  (<  I 
like  to  discover,”  he  said,  w  a  case  where  a  hard  landlord  is  pushing  a 
poor  tenant  to  the  wall.  Then  it  is  my  delight  to  come  in  at  the  last 
moment,  raise  my  hand,  and  call  a  halt,  with  a  check  for  the  amount 
owed  by  the  tenant.  Then  real  happiness  is  seen  in  the  face  of  the  one 
relieved.  A  man’s  life  is  short,  at  best!  It  would  be  an  easy  matter  to 
make  the  world  happy,  and  oneself,  too,  if  each  person  would  but  con¬ 
tribute  all  that  he  possibly  could  to  the  relief  of  suffering.  ” 

One  night,  when  Dr.  Aronson  was  dressed  to  attend  his  brother’s 
wedding,  word  was  brought  to  him  of  a  poor  sufferer  who  would  surely 
die  if  not  operated  upon  within  two  hours.  Without  a  moment’s  hesita¬ 
tion,  the  good  doctor  threw  off  his  dress-suit,  clothed  himself  in  suitable 
apparel,  and  hurried  to  the  bedside  of  the  patient,  whose  life  he  saved 
almost  at  the  expense  of  his  own.  A  few  days  after  the  successful  oper¬ 
ation  he  was  stricken  with  blood  poisoning. 

“Then,®  says  a  journalist,  (<  a  wonderful  and  beautiful  sight  was 
seen.  Hundreds  came  daily  to  inquire  for  the  good  physician.  Scores 
of  people  knelt  together  in  the  open  air  around  his  doorstep,  and  prayed 
aloud  for  his  recovery.  The  man  was  greatly  beloved  because  he  had 
greatly  loved  and  grandly  given.” 

Almsgiving,  so-called  charity,  without  love,  is  shadow  without  sub¬ 
stance.  It  fails  of  its  object,  and  hurts  both  giver  and  receiver.  <(  And 
though  I  bestow  all  my  goods  to  feed  the  poor,”  says  St.  Paul,  (<and 
though  I  give  my  body  to  be  burned,  and  have  not  love,  it  profiteth  me 
nothing.  ” 

Love  is  regal  in  its  kindness  and  courtesy.  (<  It  cannot  behave  itself 
unseemly.  You  can  put  the  most  untutored  persons  into  the  highest  so¬ 
ciety,  and,  if  they  have  a  reservoir  of  love  in  their  hearts,  they  will 
not  behave  unseemly.  They  simply  cannot  do  it.  Carlyle  said  of  Rob¬ 
ert  Burns  that  there  was  no  truer  gentleman  in  Europe  than  the 
plowman-poet.  It  was  because  he  loved  everything, —  the  mouse  and  the 
daisy,  and  all  the  things  great  and  small  that  God  has  made.  So,  with 
this  simple  passport,  he  could  mingle  with  any  society,  and  enter  courts 
and  palaces  from  his  little  cottage  on  the  banks  of  the  Ayr.” 
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There  is  a  story  in  the  “  Youth’s  Companion  ”  of  a  young  girl,  beau¬ 
tiful,  gay,  full  of  spirit  and  vigor,  who  was  married  and  had  four  chil¬ 
dren.  In  course  of  time  the  husband  died  penniless,  and  the  mother 
made  the  most  heroic  efforts  to  educate  the  children.  She  taught 
school,  painted,  sewed,  and  succeeded  in  sending  the  boys  to  college  and 
the  girls  to  a  boarding-school.  The  story  concludes:  “When  they  came 
home,  pretty,  refined  girls,  and  strong  young  men,  abreast  with  all  the 
new  ideas  and  tastes  of  their  times,  she  was  a  worn-out,  commonplace 
old  woman.  They  had  their  own  pursuits  and  companions.  She  lin¬ 
gered  among  them  for  two  or  three  years,  and  then  died,  of  some  sudden 
failure  in  the  brain.  The  shock  woke  them  to  a  consciousness  of  the 
truth.  They  hung  over  her,  as  she  lay  unconscious,  in  an  agony  of 
grief.  The  elder  son,  as  he  held  her  in  his  arms,  cried:  (You  have 
been  a  good  mother  to  us! }  Her  face  colored  again,  her  eyes  kindled 
into  a  smile,  and  she  whispered:  (  You  never  said  so  before,  John.> 
Then  the  light  died  out  and  she  was  gone.” 

Show  your  love  in  word  and  deed  while  there  is  time. 

“  Send  your  flowers  to  the  living, 

Do  not  keep  them  for  the  grave; 

They  may  comfort  some  poor  mourner, 

They  may  strengthen,  help,  and  save.” 

One  of  the  fundamental  ingredients  of  love  is  that  divine  charity 
that  “thinketh  no  evil,”  that  constantly  looks  for  the  good  instead  of  the 
bad,  that  hides  the  faults  of  others  and  makes  known  their  virtues.  Some 
one  has  said  that  the  habit  of  thinking  and  saying  the  best  that  is  true 
of  all  our  acquaintances  would  change  our  attitude  toward  the  world. 
This  should  be  the  natural  thing  for  us  to  do,  if  we  really  believe  that 
God  is  our  Father  and  man  is  our  brother. 


(<  For  life  with  all  it  yields  of  joy  or  woe. 

And  hope  and  fear, 

Is  just  our  chance  o’  the  prize  of  learning  love.w 


Howe’er  it  be,  it  seems  to  me 
’  Tis  only  noble  to  be  good ; 

Kind  hearts  are  more  than  coronets, 

And  simple  faith  than  Norman  blood. 

—  Tennyson. 


Some  there  are 

By  their  good  deeds  exalted,  lofty  minds, 
And  meditative  authors  of  delight 
And  happiness,  which  to  the  end  of  time 
Will  live  and  spread  and  flourish. 

—  Wordsworth. 


Character 
well  as  to  think, 
cast  a  shadow. 


is  more  than  intellect.  A  great  soul  will  be  strong  to  live,  as 
Goodness  outshines  genius  as  the  sun  makes  the  electric  light 

—  Emerson. 
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I  am  a  part  of  all  that  I  have  met.  —Tennyson. 

We  take  the  color  of  the  society  we  keep,  as  the  tree-frogs  do  that  of  the 
leaf  on  which  they  light,  or  as  Alpine  birds  change  with  winter  or  summer. 

The  east  wind  strips  the  spring  blossoms;  the  warm  south  wind  opens  them  into 
clouds  of  pink.  Ask  Shame  and  Guilt,  and  they  will  tell  you  they  were  made  what 
they  are  by  Example  and  Intercourse  ;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  Honor  and  Useful¬ 
ness  commonly  hasten  to  own  that  they  owe  everything,  humanly  speaking,  to  some 
one  they  have  copied.  — Geikie. 

As,  o’er  the  glacier’s  frozen  sheet, 

Breathes  soft  the  Alpine  rose ; 

So,  through  life’s  desert,  springing  sweet, 

The  Flower  of  Friendship  grows. 

—  Holmes. 

Friendship  is  a  word  the  very  sight  of  which  in  print  makes  the  heart 
warm.  — Augustine  Birrell. 

The  only  way  to  have  a  friend  is  to  be  one.  —  Emerson. 

True  happiness  consists  not  in  the  multitude  of  friends,  but  in  the  worth 
and  choice.  —  Ben  Jonson. 

Friendship  cheers  like  a  sunbeam,  charms  like  a  good  story,  inspires  like  a 
brave  leader,  binds  like  a  golden  chain,  and  guides  like  a  heavenly  vision. 

—  N.  D.  Hillis. 

The  friends  thou  hast  and  their  adoption  tried, 

Grapple  to  thy  soul  with  hoops  of  steel. 

—  Shakespeare. 

Whatever  one  may  learn  from  books,  whatever  from  his  occu¬ 
pation,  whatever  from  observation,  it  is  most  probable  that  he 
absorbs  more  of  that  which  may  properly  be  called  culture, 
wisdom  or  unwisdom,  morality  or  immorality,  refinement  or  vulgarity, 
chastity  or  unchastity,  from  his  habitual  associates,  than  in  any  other 
way,  or  in  all  other  ways  put  together.  There  are,  of  course,  excep¬ 
tions  to  this,  as  to  every  other  rule,  but  they  are  exceedingly  few. 

We  are,  for  the  most  part,  mirrors,  and  can  reflect  but  what  we  have 
seen, —  the  ugly  and  the  beautiful  in  life.  We  are  but  whispering  gal¬ 
leries,  which  give  back  only  the  echoes  of  what  we  have  heard.  I  have 
read  of  a  girl  whose  wonderful  grace  and  purity  of  character  charmed 
every  one  who  knew  her.  One  day  a  friend  touched  the  spring  of  a  little 
gold  locket  which  she  always  wore  on  her  neck,  but  which  she  would  let 
no  one  see,  and  in  it  were  these  words;  w  Whom  not  having  seen,  I 
love.”  It  held  a  picture  of  Christ. 
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John  B.  Gough  said,  (<  I  would  give  my  right  hand  if  I  could  forget 
that  which  I  have  learned  in  evil  society;  if  I  could  tear  from  my  re¬ 
membrance  the  scenes  which  I  have  witnessed,  the  transactions  that 
have  taken  place  before  me. ” 

We  are  walking  phonographs,  and  register  with  a  fearful  accuracy 
everything  we  see,  touch,  feel,  think,  experience.  (<  Men  become  false,” 
says  Charles  Kingsley,  (<  if  they  live  with  liars;  cynics  if  they  live  with 
scorners,  mean  if  they  live  with  the  covetous,  affected  if  they  live  with 
the  affected,  and  actually  catch  the  expression  of  each  other’s  faces.” 

Every  youth  should  choose  a  high  ideal  in  the  person  of  some 
one  to  whom  he  can  look  up,  and  whose  character  he 
would  like  to  resemble.  This  constant  struggle  to 
attain  the  character  of  our  ideal  is  a  wonderful  uplift 
to  the  mind.  It  sustains  and  strengthens  it. 

The  immediate  cause  of  the  ruin  of  John  How¬ 
ard’s  son  was  the  servant  of  his  father.  The  young 
man  was  led  into  the  lowest  places  of  vice,  where  he 
contracted  diseases  that  were  treated  with  the  most 
powerful  medicines,  which  planted  the  seeds  of  insan¬ 
ity.  He  was  past  remedy  before  his  father  realized  that 
he  had  gone  astray.  His  life  in  college  was  one  of  riot  and 
debauchery. 

The  evil  companion  who  is  suave  and  subtle,  who  be¬ 
littles  goodness  in  epigrams,  and  besmears  and  mocks  at 
soul-whiteness  in  brilliant  quotations,  witty  bons  mots ,  is  the  most  danger¬ 
ous  of  all ;  because,  like  the  rattlesnake,  he  is  apt  to  fascinate  his  victim, 
and  thus  bring  him  into  surer  captivity. 

Soldiers  dread  a  masked  battery.  A  concealed  enemy  is  doubly  dan¬ 
gerous;  bravery  is  no  match  for  treachery.  Life  is  full  of  masked  bat¬ 
teries.  They  are  not  all  planted  on  the  green  and  leafy  borders  of 
streams  and  woods ;  they  do  not  all  bristle  with  cannon  and  belch  forth 
smoke  and  shot  when  uncautiouslv  approached.  Yet  are  they  as  decep¬ 
tive  and  deadly  as  if  filled  with  armed  men  and  munitions  of  war. 

False  friends,  immoral  companions,  tempters  to  evil,  are  like  masked 
batteries,  only  they  are  more  dangerous  because  of  their  nearness  and 
their  seductive  power.  No  matter  how  intimate  your  supposed  friend 
may  be,  the  discovery  of  a  purpose  to  deprave  your  mind,  to  corrupt 
your  morals,  proves  him  false  to  you,  and  you  would  be  safer  under  a 
battery  of  Parrott  guns  than  under  his  influence.  There  are  open  bat- 
tenes,  too;  beware  of  the  ten-gun  batteries  open  to  every  eye,  which  no 
aimy  was  ever  adroit  enough  to  turn,  or  strong  enough  to  silence. 

Y  e  hear,  in  these  days,  a  great  deal  about  vibrations,  and  have  come 
to  iccognize  the  fact  that  something  really  passes  from  every  sentient 
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thing  which  affects,  for  good  or  ill,  for  pleasure  or  pain,  or  perhaps 
indifferently,  every  one  who  comes  within  the  atmosphere  of  that  being. 
In  a  certain  livery  stable  is  posted  a  notice  that  no  one  shall  speak  an¬ 
grily  or  roughly  within  hearing  of  the  horses,  as  they  are  sure  to  be 
injuriously  affected  thereby.  The  angry  vibrations  make  them  restless 
and  nervous. 

We  sometimes  hear  it  said  that  one  person  <( casts  a  spell”  over  an¬ 
other;  and  this  is  literally  true.  The  name  of  the  spell,  or  vibrations,  is 
usually  known  as  <(  influence,  ”  and  it  is  as  often  cast  unconsciously  as  con¬ 
sciously.  This  makes  it  dangerous  to  linger  within  the  atmosphere  of 
many  people  who  are  indifferent  to  one,  or  even  unacquainted  with  him. 
Many  have  marveled  at  the  condensed  bitterness  and  biting  hatred  of 
people  and  things  expressed  in  Max  Nordau’s  (<  Degeneration,  ”  but  the 
cause  of  this  bitterness  and  hatred  is  not  far  to  seek.  Nordau  was  a 
German  Jew,  the  child  of  a  despised  and  persecuted  race,  in  Budapest,  a 
place  which  had  no  toleration  for  Germans,  especially  German  Jews. 
His  father,  formerly  a  Prussian  rabbi,  eked  out  a  mere  existence  by 
teaching  Jewish  children.  Hatred,  indignation,  restlessness,  dissatis¬ 
faction,  flowed  around  the  child,  the  lad,  the  man,  in  one  unceasing  tide, 
and  <(  Degeneration  ”  was  the  result. 

(<  Be  not  deceived,”  said  Paul,  <{  evil  communications  corrupt  good 
manners.”  Do  not  think  you  can  keep  company  with  coarse  fellows 
and  not  grow  coarse  yourself.  Do  not  think  that  you  can  associate  habit¬ 
ually  with  the  impure,  and  at  the  same  time  preserve  your  own  purity. 
Lavater  said:  <(  He  who  comes  from  the  kitchen  smells  of  its  smoke;  he 
who  adheres  to  a  sect  has  something  of  its  cant;  the  college  air  pursues 
the  student,  and  dry  inhumanity,  him  who  herds  with  literary  pedants.  ” 

There  are  many  who  would  shrink  with  horror  from  becoming  vulgar 
and  profane  and  licentious,  who  would  passionately  recoil  from  the 
thought  of  committing  a  deed  of  dishonesty  or  shame,  who  yet  thought¬ 
lessly  allow  themselves  to  enter  into  fellowship  with  those  whose  influ¬ 
ence  is  evil;  and,  in  a  little  time,  imperceptibly,  their  fine  sense  of  honor 
is  blunted,  their  purity  is  tainted,  their  good  impulses  are  weakened  and 
overborne,  and  in  a  few  years  they  become  capable  of  unanticipated 
grossness,  or  even  crime. 

Two  molecules  of  matter  unite  to  form  a  new  substance,  and  they 
then  can  do  what  neither  could  have  done  alone.  So  each  of  two  men 
often  develops  in  the  other  what  was  never  apparent  before  in  either. 
The  thought  of  each  alone  was  a  single  element,  but  on  coming  in  con¬ 
tact  with  another  thought,  a  new  compound  is  formed  which  neither 
ever  dreamed  of  before.  One  lights  for  the  other  the  fire  which  neither 
could  have  ignited  alone.  A  flint  and  steel  could  never  make  a  fire  while 
kept  apart,  but  the  friction  of  contact  brings  out  the  spark  which  other- 
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wise  would  have  slept  forever.  One  mind  evokes  from  another  sparks 
which  would  be  impossible  to  it  singly. 

How  often  we  see  one  who,  after  conversing  a  long  time  with  some 
prominent  personage  of  influence  and  power,  seems  entirely  changed  in 
his  manner;  permeated  and  magnetized  with  the  great  personality.  We 
are  never  quite  the  same  after  associating  with  any  one  for  a  consider¬ 
able  length  of  time.  When  with  the  great,  we  are  easily  great;  we  par¬ 
take  of  their  grandeur,  and  for  the  time  we  can  do  what  was  impossible 
for  us  before.  We  not  only  see  ourselves  in  others  as  we  never  can  in 
any  other  way;  they  seem  to  supplement  us,  and  to  spur  us  on  to 
grander  exertion,  if  their  characters  are  lofty  and  true,  or  to  weaken, 
undermine  and  demoralize  us,  if  their  characters  are  bad.  (<  We  grow 
like  those  with  whom  we  daily  blend.”  How  often  the  president  or 
a  professor  of  a  college  will  so  impress  himself  upon  the  students,  so 
ingraft  himself  into  their  nature,  so  permeate  them  with  his  individual¬ 
ity,  that  they  will  unconsciously  take  on  his  manner,  his  mode  of  speech, 
his  intonations  of  voice.  Nothing  is  more  common  than  for  students  to 
take  on  the  character  of  their  teacher  and  the  peculiarities  of  the  school  or 
institution.  It  is  not  difficult  to  distinguish  a  Harvard  from  a  Dartmouth, 
Brown,  or  Amherst,  student.  There  is  a  certain  individuality  in  the  in¬ 
stitution  and  its  associations;  and  the  college,  the  town  in  which  it  is 
situated,  and  the  surrounding  country,  are  ingrained  into  the  very  fiber 
of  the  students,  as  the  rocks,  the  hills,  mountains,  and  rugged  climate  of 
the  Old  Granite  State  were  ingrained  into  the  very  fiber  of  Webster, 
or  the  sunshine  and  genial  climate  of  the  Sunny  South  were  ingrained 
into  Calhoun. 

w  That  young  woman’s  letters  and  conversation  remind  one  strongly 
of  Mrs.  Whitney,®  remarked  one  of  a  girl  with  whom  she  had  several 
times  talked.  The  reason,  to  one  who  knew  the  facts,  was  evident.  The 
young  woman  was  a  great  admirer  and  constant  reader  of  Mrs.  Whit¬ 
ney’s  books;  and,  without  at  all  consciously  imitating  that  author  in  tone 
or  sentiment,  she  had  become,  so  to  speak,  so  atmosphered  by  her  thought 
and  feeling  that  her  own  life  was  colored  and  her  own  principles  and  feel¬ 
ings  were  tinctured  by  them,  as  a  goblet  of  water  will  become  tinctured  by 
a  few  drops  of  crimson  ink.  How  often  it  is  remarked  that  certain  hus¬ 
bands  and  wives,  in  look,  manner,  conversation  and  ideas,  strangely  re¬ 
semble  each  other. 

Muck,  especially  from  a  cypress  swamp,  will  modify  shades  of  flow¬ 
ers.  "White  roses,  for  instance,  may  be  beautifully  variegated.  Graft  a 
Marechal  Niel  rose  upon  a  black  thorn,  and,  instead  of  a  light  canary 
yellow  color,  you  may  get  pinkish  yellow. 

Professor  Agassiz  proved  the  power  of  the  flounder  to  change  its 
coloi .  Placed  on  blackish  tiles,  flounders  turned  mud  color;  moved 
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thence  to  sand  tiles,  in  a  few  minutes  their  leaden  skins  paled  to  dull 
yellowish  white;  transferred  to  mimic  seaweeds,  in  five  minutes  they 
assumed  a  greenish  hue.  There  are  innumerable  human  flounders, — 
men  and  women  who  take  their  moral  color  from  their  surroundings. 

Tame  pigeons  adorned  with  an  infinite  variety  of  markings,  if  let 
loose  on  an  uninhabited  island,  become  changed  in  time  into  the  same 
color,— a  dark,  slaty  blue. 

w  Come  to  my  level  if  you  would  be  my  friend,”  the  bad  man  always 
says  in  his  manner,  if  not  in  his  words. 

w  Chemists  tell  us  that  one  grain  of  iodine  imparts  color  to  seven 
thousand  times  its  weight  of  water.  So  wide  is  the  circle  of  influence 
wielded  by  one  evil  example.” 

(<  Whether  the  pitcher  strike  the  stone,  or  the  stone  strike  the  pitcher,” 
says  a  Spanish  proverb,  (<  woe  be  to  the  pitcher.” 

(<A  watchmaker  said  that  a  gentleman  had  put  into  his  hands  an  ex¬ 
quisite  watch  that  went  irregularly.  It  was  as  perfect  a  piece  of  work  as 
was  ever  made.  He  took  it  to  pieces  and  put  it  together  again  twenty 
times.  No  defect  was  to  be  discovered;  and  yet  the  watch  did  not  keep 
time.  At  last  it  struck  him  that,  possibly,  the  balance-wheel  might  have 
been  near  a  magnet;  on  applying  a  needle  to  it,  he  found  his  suspicions 
true ;  there  was  all  the  mischief.  The  steel  works  in  the  other  parts 
of  the  watch  had  a  perpetual  influence  on  its  motions;  and,  with  a  new 
wheel,  the  watch  went  as  well  as  possible.  If  the  soundest  mind  be 
magnetized  by  vicious  associations,  it  must  act  irregularly.  ” 

<(  Be  courteous  to  all,”  said  Washington,  (<  but  intimate  with  few,  and 
let  those  few  be  well  tried  before  you  give  them  your  confidence.  ” 

“Make  companions  of  few,”  said  a  wise  father  to  his  son,  “be  inti¬ 
mate  with  one,  deal  justly  with  all,  speak  evil  of  none.” 

McConaughy  once  asked  a  friend,  who  had  been  a  surgeon  in  the  army, 
why  it  was  that  some  of  our  young  men  came  back  so  much  improved, 
while  others,  from  whom  we  looked  for  better  things,  returned  good  for 
nothing.  He  replied  that  it  all  depended  upon  “  tent-mates.  ”  Where 
these  were  evil  and  degraded,  the  tendency  was  all  downward,  and  it 
took  great  strength  of  character  and  purpose  to  withstand  it.  But  let 
even  a  rough  soldier  boy  have  his  lot  cast  among  men  who  keep  home- 
fires  bright  in  their  hearts,  who  gather  at  evening  to  sing  over  the  home 
songs  and  hymns  they  sang  with  the  children  at  twilight,  and  he  will  find 
himself  lifted  to  a  higher  plane. 

It  is  a  truth  for  which  to  be  grateful,  that  the  good  is  as  easily  and 
as  deeply  absorbed  as  the  bad;  that  evil  companionship  does  no  more  for 
one’s  downpulling  than  good  companionship  does  for  his  upbuilding. 
Millions  of  noble  men  and  women  date  the  beginning  of  their  nobility 
from  the  time  they  first  knew  certain  people.  Every  one  who  came  into 
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even  transient  companionship  with  Phillips  Brooks,  went  away  with  some¬ 
thing  more  of  worth  in  his  character.  (<  I  scarcely  ever  meet  President 
Andrews,®  said  a  student  of  Brown  University,  <(  but  I  am  better  for  being 
in  his  atmosphere.®  Charles  James  Fox  declared  that  if  he  were  to  put 
all  the  information  he  had  learned  from  books,  all  which  he  had  gained 
from  science,  and  all  which  a  knowledge  of  the  world  and  its  affairs 
had  taught  him,  into  one  scale,  and  the  improvement  which  he  had  de¬ 
rived  from  Edmund  Burke’s  instruction  and  conversation  into  the  other, 
he  should  be  at  a  loss  to  decide  to  which  to  give  the  preference. 

“All  biographers  tell  us,®  says  N.  D.  Hillis,  “  that  each  epoch  in  a 
hero’s  life  was  ushered  in  by  a  new  friend.  When  Schiller  met  Goethe, 
every  latent  talent  awakened.  The  poet’s  friendship  caused  the  youth 
to  grow  by  leaps  and  bounds.  Once,  returning  home  after  a  brief  visit 
to  Goethe’s  house,  one  exclaimed:  (  I  am  amazed  by  the  progress  Schiller 
can  make  within  a  single  fortnight ! >  Perhaps  this  explains  why  the  great 
seem  to  come  in  groups.  Thrust  an  Emerson  into  any 
Concord,  and  his  pungent  presence  will  penetrate  the 
entire  region.  Soon  all  who  come  within  the  radius 
of  his  life  respond  to  his  presence,  as  flowers  and 
trees  respond  with  boughs  brilliant  and  fragrant  to 
the  sunshine  when  spring  replaces  the  icy  winter. 
After  a  little  time,  each  Emerson  stands  girt  about 
with  Hawthornes,  Whittiers,  Holmeses,  and  Lowells. 
The  greatness  of  each  Milton  lingers  in  his  friends, 
Cromwell  and  Hampden,  as  the  sun  lingers  in  the 
clouds  after  the  day  is  done.® 

<(  There  are  some  men  and  women  in  whose  company  we 
are  always  at  our  best,®  said  Dr.  Drummond.  « While  with  them, 
we  cannot  think  mean  thoughts,  or  speak  ungenerous  words.  Their 
presence  elevates  and  inspires  us.  All  our  best  nature  is  drawn  out 
by  the  intercourse,  and  we  find  music  in  our  souls  that  was  never  there 
before.  ® 

<(  No  man,®  said  a  soldier  of  his  time,  (< ever  entered  Mr.  Pitt’s  closet 
who  did  not  feel  himself  a  braver  man  when  he  came  out.® 

All  men  are  known  by  their  companions.  The  friends  of  the 


late  John  Sterling  were  accustomed  to  say  of  him,  that  it  was  impossible 
to  come  into  contact  with  his  noble  nature  and  not  be  in  some  measure 
ennobled  and  lifted  up  into  a  higher  region  of  aim  and  object.  Haydn 
was  inspired  to  become  a  musician  by  listening  to  Handel;  Gomez,  a 
painter,  by  watching  Murillo;  it  was  the  genius  of  Reynolds  that  inspired 
the  pencil  of  Northcote.  So,  from  the  example  or  encouragement  of  a 
fit  companion,  our  minds  may  receive  the  impulse  which  will  carry  them 
forward  in  the  straight  path  that  leads  to  happiness  and  honor. 
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Bishop  Hamilton,  of  Salisbury,  bears  the  following  testimony  to  the 
influence  for  good  which  Mr.  Gladstone,  when  a  schoolfellow  at  Eton, 
exercised  upon  him.  (<  I  was  a  thoroughly  idle  boy,  but  I  was  saved  from 
worse  things  by  getting  to  know  Gladstone.”  At  Oxford,  we  are  told, 
the  effect  of  his  example  was  so  strong  that  men  who  followed  him  there 
ten  years  later  declare  that  (<  undergraduates  drank  less  in  the  ’forties  be¬ 
cause  Gladstone  had  been  so  courageously  abstemious  in  the  ’thirties.” 

An  Oriental  poem  conveys,  in  a  fascinating  manner,  this  idea  of 
mental  and  spiritual  absorption:  — 

(<  A  fragrant  piece  of  earth  salutes 
Each  passenger,  and  perfume  shoots, 

Unlike  the  common  earth  or  sod, 

Around  through  all  the  air  abroad. 

A  pilgrim  once  did  near  it  rest, 

And  took  it  up  and  thus  addressed: 

(  Art  thou  a  lump  of  musk  ?  or  art 
A  ball  of  spice,  this  smell  t’  impart 
To  all  who  chance  to  travel  by 
The  spot  where  thou,  like  earth,  dost  lie?> 

Humbly  the  clod  replied  :  ( I  must 

Confess  that  I  am  only  dust, 

But  once  a  rose  within  me  grew ; 

Its  rootlets  shot,  its  flowerets  blew; 

And  all  the  rose’s  sweetness  rolled 
Throughout  the  texture  of  my  mold; 

And  so  it  is  that  I  impart 
Perfume  to  thee,  whoe’er  thou  artb” 

Nothing  is  truer  than  that  (<  a  man,”  in  morals,  manners,  character, 
<(  is  known  by  the  company  he  keeps.” 

(<  Destiny,”  says  N.  D.  Hillis,  (<  is  determined  by  friendship.  Fortune 
is  made  or  marred  when  the  youth  selects  his  companions.  Friendship 
has  ever  been  the  master- passion  ruling  the  forum,  the  court,  the  camp. 
The  power  of  love  is  God-breathed,  and  life  has  nothing  else  like  love 
for  majesty  and  beauty.  Civilization  itself  is  more  of  the  heart  than  of 
the  mind.  As  an  eagle  cannot  rise  with  one  wing,  so  the  soul  ascends, 
borne  up  equally  by  reason  and  affection.  Plato  found  the  measure  of 
greatness  in  a  man’s  capacity  for  exalted  friendship.  All  the  great  ones 
of  history  stand  forth  as  unique  in  some  master  passion  as  in  their  intel¬ 
lectual  supremacy.  Witness  David  and  Jonathan,  with  love  surpassing 
the  love  of  woman.  Witness  Socrates  and  his  group  of  immortal  friends. 
Witness  Dante  and  his  deathless  love  for  Beatrice.  Witness  Tennyson 
and  his  refrain  for  Arthur  Hallam.  Witness  the  disciples  and  Christ, 
with  ( love  as  strong  as  death. }  ” 
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«  But,®  the  reader  may  say,  <(  can  and  should  one  choose  his  friend  or 
companion,  as  he  does  his  gloves  or  his  collar  ?  That  seems  like  a  cold¬ 
blooded  proceeding.  Besides,,  one  cannot  always  control  his  loves  or  his 
likes.  They  control  him,  as  a  general  thing.® 

When  you  come  to  reason  the  matter  out,  is  it  not  strange  that  one 
who  would  refuse  to  wear  a  glove  which  pinched  or  3,  collar  which  choked 
him,  even  though  he  knew  the  glove  or  collar  would  soon  wear  out  and 
leave  no  lasting  effect,  would  consider  it  cold-blooded  to  take  care  and 
pains  in  the  selection  of  a  companion  whose  pinching  might  mean  life¬ 
long  spiritual  or  bodily  demoralization,  whose  choking  might  stifle  and 
paralyze  the  best  and  noblest  manhood  or  womanhood  one  possesses  ? 
If  one  whose  influence  is  felt  to  be  bad  has  gained,  in  any  measure,  con¬ 
trol  over  you,  firmly  and  once  for  all  shake  him  off.  It  is  your  only  sal¬ 
vation.  This  may  not  be  easy,  and  cannot  be  pleasant;  but  it  can  be 
done,  and  must  be  done  if  your  own  high  selfhood  is  to  be  maintained. 
It  is  never  wise,  if  it  is  not  positively  wrong,  even  when  one  wholly 
respects,  admires,  and  loves  a  friend,  to  lose  one’s  individuality  in  him, 
to  become  his  shadow  or  his  echo.  A  life  which  is  to  serve  best  its 
owner,  and  mankind  in  general,  must  be  a  sharply  individualized  life. 
Every  strand  must  stand  out  well-defined  and  unmistakable,  if  the  pat¬ 
tern  of  universal  life  is  to  be  complete.  Nor  does  one,  in  a  pungent, 
satisfactory  sense,  preserve  his  friend’s  esteem  and  affection  by  that  which 
Emerson  calls  <(  a  mush  of  concession.®  Everyone  likes  a  person  with  a 
mind  of  his  own,  one  who  ctin  act  on  his  own  authority.  This  does  not 
mean  that  one  should  be  dogmatic,  argumentative,  or  stubborn,  which 
is  worse  and  more  disagreeable  than  a  habit  of  constant  concession,  but 
you  can  respect  your  friend’s  opinion  while  differing  from  it,  can  gently 
and  politely  demur,  or  can  often  yield  your  point  or  will  with  no  loss  of 
individuality.  No  one  can  see  enough  of  another’s  life  to  behold  it 
from  all  that  other’s  view-points,  or  so  completely  realize  that  other’s 
desires,  demands,  needs,  or  circumstances,  as  to  direct  wisely  his 
thoughts  or  his  acts.  Never  try  to  subordinate  the  hue  of  your  own 
life  to  the  color  of  your  friend’s,  but  let  the  shades  of  the  two  so  har¬ 
monize  with  and  complement  each  other  that  the  worth  and  beauty  of 
each  shall  be  enhanced.  Give  of  your  best  and  receive  of  his;  try  to 
supply  that  which  he  lacks,  and  expect  to  receive  from  him  that  which 
you  need,  and  thus,  still  sharply  individualized,  you  shall,  as  do  the 
orange  and  the  blue  rays,  become  more  lovely  as  two  than  you  could 
be  as  one. 

But  there  is,  utterly  aside  from  the  unholy  glamour  and  unhealthy 
fascination  which  some  minds  hold,  for  a  time,  at  least,  over  other 
minds,  friendship  which  is  to  him  who  enjoys  it  (<  like  a  well  of  water 
Springing  up  into  everlasting  life.®  Literally  it  is  everlasting  life,  for 
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the  influence  and  outcome  of  such  friendship  must  go  on  indefinitely 
through  time  and  eternity. 

®  We  meet  —  at  least  those  who  are  true  to  their  instincts  meet  —  a 
succession  of  persons  through  life  all  of  whom  have  some  particular  er¬ 
rand  to  us.”  writes  Margaret  Fuller.  (<  There  is  an  outer  circle  of  people 
whose  existence  we  perceive,  but  with  whom  we  stand  in  no  real  rela¬ 
tion.  They  tell  us  the  news,  they  act  on  us  in  the  offices  of  society, 
they  show  us  kindness  or  aversion,  but  their  influence  does  not  pene¬ 
trate,  and  we  are  nothing  to  them  or  they  to  us,  except  as  a  part  of  the 
world’s  furniture.  Another  circle  within  this  is  composed  of  those  who 
are  near  and  dear  to  us.  We  know  them  and  of  what  kind  they  are. 
They  are  not  to  us  mere  facts,  but  intelligible  thoughts  of  the  Divine 
Mind.  We  like  to  see  how  they  are  unfolded,  we  like  to  meet  them,  and 
part  from  them,  we  like  their  action  upon  us,  and  the  pause  that  suc¬ 
ceeds  and  enables  us  to  appreciate  its  quality.  Often  we  leave  them  on 
our  path  and  return  no  more,  but  we  bear  them  in  our  memory,  tales 
which  have  been  told,  and  whose  meaning  has  been  left.  But  yet  a 
nearer  group  there  is,  of  beings  born  under  the  same  star,  and  bound 
with  us  in  a  common  destiny.  They  are  not  mere  acquaintances,  mere 
friends;  but,  when  we  meet  them,  are  sharers  of  our  very  existence. 
There  is  no  separation,  for  the  same  thought  is  given  at  the  same  mo¬ 
ment  to  both.  Indeed,  it  is  born  of  the  meeting,  and  would  not  other¬ 
wise  have  been  called  into  existence  at  all.  These  not  only  know 
themselves  more, —  but  are  more  for  having  met  us,  and  regions  of  their 
being,  which  would  else  have  lain  sealed  in  cold  obstruction,  burst  into 
leaf  and  bloom  and  song.® 

Let  him  who  has  found  a  friend  that  is  to  him  (<  not  a  mere  fact  but 
an  intelligible  thought  of  the  Divine  Mind,®  be  most  careful  of  his 
treasure,  for  real  friendship,  like  most  other  rare  and  precious  things,  is 
fragile  and  delicate,  and  can  be  easily  injured,  and  that  often  beyond  re¬ 
pair.  <(  A  friend  is  one  with  whom  I  can  be  sincere,®  declared  Emerson, 
<(  but  sincerity  should  never  be  translated  to  mean  brutal  frankness,  or 
remarks  which,  though  they  may  be  true,  will  hurt  or  sting,  or  lower 
one’s  self-respect.®  - 

<(Oh,  I  can  say  anything  to  her  and  she  won’t  get  mad.  As  long  as 
it’s  I  saying  it,  it’s  all  right.  She  thinks  the  world  of  me,®  said  a 
young  woman  of  a  dear  friend.  The  friend  did  not  (<  get  mad  ®  at  the 
other’s  thoughtless  and  selfish  speeches,  but  those  speeches,  often  re¬ 
peated,  destroyed  the  aroma  which  must  ever  be  one  of  the  charms  of 
true  friendship,  and  the  two  girls  drifted  irrevocably  apart,  much  to  the 
grief  of  the  too  outspoken  one. 

Friendship  is  a  good  deal  like  china.  It  is  very  durable  and  very 
beautiful  as  long  as  it  is  quite  whole;  but  break  it,  and  all  the  cement  in 
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the  world  will  never  quite  repair  the  damage.  You  may  stick  the  pieces 
together  so  that,  at  a  distance,  it  looks  nearly  as  well  as  ever;  but  it 
won’t  hold  hot  water.  It  is  always  ready  to  deceive  you,  if  you  trust  it; 
and  it  is,  on  the  whole,  a  very  worthless  thing,  fit  only  to  be  put  empty 
on  a  shelf  and  to  be  forgotten  there.  The  finer  and  more  delicate  it  is, 
the  more  utter  the  ruin.  A  mere  acquaintance,  which  needs  only  a 
little  good  humor  to  keep  it  up,  may  be  coarsely  puttied  like  an  old  yel¬ 
low  basin  in  the  store-closet;  but  tenderness,  and  trust,  and  sweet  ex¬ 
change  of  confidence  can  no  more  be  yours,  when  angry  words  and 
thoughts  have  broken  them,  than  can  those  delicate  porcelain  teacups 
which  were  shivered  to  pieces  be  restored  to  their  original  excellence. 
The  slightest  crack  will  spoil  the  true  ring,  and  you  would  better  search 
for  a  new  friend  than  try  to  mend  an  old  one. 

«  Friendship  is  natural  selection,  sustained  by  perpetual  motion,®  says 
Herbert  Everett.  (<  It  is  not  the  sudden  and  spasmodic  feeling  of 
friendliness  which  moves  one  monarch  to  visit  a  brother  monarch  and 
indulge  in  honeyed  but  empty  protestations  of  eternal  friendship.  It 
does  not  find  expression  in  the  cold,  formal  kiss  with  which  two  women 
greet  each  other.  It  is  a  vital  feeling;  it  lives;  it  throbs  with  sympathy; 
it  is  unaffected,  spontaneous. 

((  Any  one  may  wander  indefinitely  about  the  world,  meeting  and  con¬ 
versing  with  great  numbers  of  people,  only  to  be  passed  by  without  a 
regret  or  flash  of  attraction ;  then  one  day  without  premonition,  one  or 
more  individualities  cross  one’s  own,  mutual  selection  takes  place,  the 
feeling  of  home  in  each  other’s  society  follows,  and  a  friend  is  made. 

(<  But  making  friends  is  an  easy  matter  compared  with  keeping 
friends.  Perpetual  motion  must  now  be  considered  as  the  secret  of  en¬ 
during  friendship.  Jack  and  Jill  meet  and  find,  to  their  exquisite  pleas¬ 
ure,  that  the  same  currents  of  air  warm  their  lives,  that  they  have, 
hitched  their  wagon  to  the  same  star,  or,  in  usual  parlance,  that  they 
are  congenial.  They  move  apace  for  a  time,  then  separate. 

<(  After  an  interval,  they  meet  again,  eagerly  expecting  to  take  up  the 
friendship  exactly  where  it  left  off,  leaving  out  of  their  calculations  alto¬ 
gether,  the  natural  consequences  of  motion.  Each  has  moved  on,  one, 
perhaps,  faster  than  the  other.  When  the  long  anticipated  meeting  takes 
place,  the  friends  feel  as  if  a  cold  fog  hangs  between  them.  Their 
minds  are  open  to  mutual  criticism,  choking  out,  as  do  the  weeds  in  a 
flower-bed,  that  rare  blossom  of  friendship  which,  endureth  all  things  if 
sufficiently  hardy  to  outlive  the  weeds. 

<(  Uncritical  friendship  alone  can  endure.  Mature  men  and  women 
cannot  reform  each  other  at  every  meeting;  their  business  is  to  take 
each  other  at  the  individual  best,  allowing  for  differences  of  opinions  and 
creed,  according  to  the  individual  experience. 
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(<  True  friendship  selects  surely  and  grows  slowly,  but  is  ever  on  the 
move.  If  it  does  not  go  forward,  it  will  go  backward.  It  is  more  diffi¬ 
cult  to  forgive  a  friend  than  an  enemy,  because  of  what  we  expect  from 
the  former.  It  is  natural  for  an  enemy  to  slay  us;  unnatural  for  a 
friend,  hence  the  magnitude  of  his  offending  in  our  eyes,  unless  our  feel¬ 
ing  for  him  be  founded  on  a  rock  of  lenient  endurance. 

<(  It  would  seem,  upon  occasions,  that  friends  were  given  us  as  lessons 
in  patience  and  broad  charity.  We  have  been  taught  to  forgive  our  ene¬ 
mies;  full  as  much  do  we  need  to  learn  indulgence  in  friendship.  This 
does  not  apply  to  mushroom  friendships, —  the  growth  of  a  day,  dying  at 
the  first  approach  of  night, —  but  to  the  three  or  four  close  attachments 
in  each  life,  which  cast  a  warm  glow  through  the  years  and  keep  one’s 
ideal  of  humanity  on  an  encouraging  level. ® 

Perhaps  there  is  no  greater  foe  to  friendship  than  undue  and  unwar¬ 
ranted  familiarity.  It  is  almost  impossible  to  continue  our  admiration 
for  and  devotion  to  one  who  treats  us  as  if  neither  of  us  had  any  re¬ 
serves;  who  constantly  appropriates  our  clothing,  our  stationery,  our 
money,  as  if  they  were  his  own,  who  enters  our  rooms  uninvited  at  un¬ 
seasonable  hours,  interrupts  other  people's  calls,  visits,  or  conversation, 
slaps  us  on  the  back,  nudges  us,  calls  us  pet  or  slangy  names  in  public, 
and  tears  down  every  barrier  between  us.  Cowper  well  says:  — 


(<  The  man  that  hails  you  Tom  or  Jack, 
And  proves,  by  thumping  on  your  back, 
His  sense  of  your  great  merit, 

Is  such  a  friend  that  one  had  need 
Be  very  much  his  friend  indeed 
To  pardon  or  to  bear  it.® 


We  are,  of  course,  glad  for  our  friend  to  have  aught  of 
ours  that  will  add  to  his  comfort  or  pleasure,  and  we  love 
to  hear  in  proper  places  the  sweet  name  which  voices  af¬ 
fection;  but  self-respect  and  a  knowledge  of  the  fitness 
of  things  cannot  be  blind  to  the  fact  that  for  one  to  in¬ 
vade  our  private  rights  ruthlessly  and  rudely  is  an  injus¬ 
tice  and  vulgarity  which  lowers  one’s  friend  and  exasper-  * 
ates  oneself. 

Another  thing  before  which  friendship  is  almost  sure, 
sooner  or  later  to  weaken  or  give  way  entirely,  is  constant  exaction.  It 
is  as  irritating  to  a  person  of  spirit  or  sensibility  as  always  jerking  the 
reins  is  to  a  spirited  horse,  and  is  bound  to  work  mischief,  either  in  making 
a  friend  callous,  under  such  treatment,  or  in  alienating  him  altogether. 

« The  less  you  exact  of  your  friends,  the  more  they  will  give  you,® 
writes  Helen  Watterson  Moody  of  <(  The  First  Tragedy  in  a  Girl’s  Life,® 
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in  the  «  Ladies’  Home  Journal. »  «  For  yourself  give  as  richly  and  as 

nobly  as  you  want  to, —  of  your  love  and  your  confidence  and  your  loy¬ 
alty.  Live  up  to  your  highest  ideal  of  what  a  friend  should  be  (and  the 
higher  you  make  that  ideal,  the  finer  woman  you  will  be,  and  the  more 
friends  will  flock  to  you),  but  never  exact  of  your  friends  that  they  shall 
give  you  more  than  they  choose  easily  to  give.  If  some  one  you  love 
disappoints  you,  and  as  many,  many  more  will  do  in  days  to  come,  do 
not  hold  up  your  ideal  of  what  they  should  be  and  do,  as  a  mirror  in 
which  to  count  their  imperfections.  Let  it  pass,  if  you  can,  with  a 
little  smile  that  may  be  sad,  but  need  not  be  at  all  satirical.  Never 
be  jealous  of  a  friend,  if  you  want  to  keep  one.  If  anybody  you  are 
fond  of  forms  other  friendships,  or  seems  to  be  engrossed  with  other 
friends,  do  not  let  it  make  you  unhappy,  and,  above  all,  never  offer 
comment  upon  her  all  too  evident  neglect  of  her  old  friends  tor  her  new 
ones. w 

A  writer  in  (<  Harper’s  Bazar  *  speaks  wisely  on  a  subject  which  re¬ 
ceives  far  too  slight  attention,  the  small  obligations  of  friendship;  for 
surely  one  who  enters  into  anything  so  sacred  and  impoitant  as  a  real 
friendship  thereby  imposes  upon  himself  many  and  serious  obligations. 
The  greater  ones  of  loyalty,  sincerity,  and  attention  in  large  ways,  are 
far  more  apt  to  be  fulfilled  than  are  those  of  which  this  writer  speaks. 
She  says:  — 

(<  I  wonder  if  the  majority  of  people  realize  the  full  necessity  of  meet¬ 
ing  obligations  to  friends.  Those  of  us  who  gladly  break  our  costly  boxes, 
giving  our  all  in  some  supreme  moment  of  adoration,  may  be  great  sinners 
when  we  meet  the  small  demands  of  friendship.  Do  we  comprehend  the 
need  of  the  steady  purpose  to  show  the  one  for  whom  we  have  a  real  re¬ 
gard  that  she  is  not  forgotten  ? 

(<  Perhaps  the  greatest  danger  in  neglect  is  related  to  those  who  are  far 
away,  beyond  the  reach  of  our  voice  or  sight  of  our  eyes.  A  little  lapse, 
if  they  were  close  at  hand,  might  be  explained  and  the  shadow  that  flitted 
above  the  relationship  be  dispelled  by  a  look  of  love ;  but  distance  bars  out 
these  signs,  and  so,  for  the  friend  who  must  depend  upon  the  letter  for 
communication,  there  needs  to  be  a  careful  purpose  and  a  steady  loyalty 
to  fulfill  the  obligations  of  correspondence.  It  happens  often  that  one  of 
the  two  friends  is  more  happily  situated  and  more  favorably  conditioned 
with  respect  to  general  social  life  than  the  other.  It  is  sometimes  the 
case,  too,  that  the  one  with  the  greater  social  opportunities  finds  herself 
pressed  by  numerous  duties  and,  naturally,  she  seeks  excuse  for  little 
neglects  in  this  fact. 

<(  Let  this  one,  however,  try  to  realize  the  situation  of  the  one  at  the 
other  end  of  the  line  who  waits  and  trusts,  but  who,  at  length,  as  the 
weeks  pass,  finds  her  heart  sick  through  hope  deferred.  It  is  not  neces¬ 
sary  that  full  sheets  with  recrossed  pages  should  be  sent.  A  few  lines 
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penned  frequently  might  hold  the  reassuring  message.  The  letter  would 
cost  little  to  the  writer,  and  would  save  the  aroma  of  the  friendship. 

<(  But,  we  say,  if  love  is  worthy  its  name,  it  will  trust  on  and  always. 
Yes,  it  will;  but  does  there  not  come  a  time  when  the  weakening  effects 
of  neglect  force  away  the  barriers  that  love  has  built  against  the  tide  of 
loss  ?  There  comes  an  hour  when  self-respect,  too,  clamors  for  its  rights, 
and  insists  that  the  one-sided  relationship  is  essentially  lost.  Ah,  the 
blessed  aroma  of  friendship !  This  is  what  sweetens  life,  giving  to  the 
weary  heart  new  strength,  offering  inspiration,  helping  almost  to  create 
power  in  service.  To  some  of  us,  the  friend  is  lost  when  this  is  scattered. ” 

One  point  in  love  or  friendship,  or,  for  the  matter  of  that,  in  any 
other  connection  where  two  or  more  are  associated  together,  should 
never  be  overlooked.  It  may,  before  one  thinks  seriously  about  it,  seem 
a  “hard  saying  ®  to  declare  that,  however  fond  one  may  be  of  another, 
he  should  in  thought,  in  action,  in  every  attitude,  and,  if  necessary, 
in  calm,  deliberate,  convincing  speech  —  for  speech  on  this  subject  is 
often  uttered  in  a  hysterical,  unmeaning  way  —  declare  to  himself  and 
make  known  to  others  his  ability  to  stand  quite  alone.  This  attitude, 
when  it  is  genuine, —  and  it  is,  of  course,  useless  unless  it  is  genuine, — 
strengthens  and  cements  rather  than  weakens  or  disintegrates  affection 
or  friendship.  The  clinging-vine  order  of  friend  or  associate  may  be 
charming  for  a  little  while;  the  friend  who  dissolves  in  tears,  and  wilts 
and  pines  and  is  “  hurt  ®  at  every  slightest  neglect  or  conscious  or  uncon¬ 
scious  inattention,  may  be  looked  upon  favorably,  or,  at  least,  leniently, 
for  a  season ;  but  it  will  not  be  long  before  such  a  weight  becomes  too 
heavy  to  be  borne  with  equanimity,  if  at  all,  and  the  connection,  if  not 
broken,  is  only  tolerated.  One  wants  a  companion  to  be  alert,  eager, 
comprehending,  able  to  move  and  feel  and  enjoy  with  him,  not  a  dead 
weight  to  hamper  and  hinder  and  discourage.  It  is  human  nature  to 
appreciate  and  enjoy  better  anything  or  any  one  of  which  or  of  whom  one 
does  not  feel  sure.  While  one  so  plainly  shows  himself  so  utterly  de¬ 
pendent  for  happiness  on  another,  that  other,  by  a  habit  of  mind,  which 
we  all  unconsciously  seem  to  have  acquired,  does  not  feel  an  impulse  to 
take  any  special  pains  to  keep  that  which  came  so  easily,  and  apparently 
is  not  to  be  shaken  off.  What  a  difference  the  independent  attitude 
makes  to  the  “party  of  the  second  part,”  if  one  may  be  allowed  a  legal 
phrase.  To  him  it  is  the  difference  between  the  free  man  and  the  slave, 
the  man  who  stands  upright  and  the  man  who  is  bowed  down  by  heavy 
weights.  To  be  free  in  spirit  is  to  be  free  all  over, — brain,  body,  every¬ 
thing. 

Can  such  a  state  of  things  be  where  real  love  or  affection  is  ?  Assur¬ 
edly  it  can.  The  writer  has  in  mind  two  people  passionately  devoted 
to  their  friends,  and  each  to  one  friend  in  particular;  but  these  friends, 
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and  the  two  particular  friends  as  well,  understand  that,  while  these 
women  are  loving,  sweet,  stanch,  true,  loyal,  and  most  appreciative  of 
love  and  affection,  each  can  stand  absolutely  alone,  guardian  of  her  own 
happiness,  dependent  upon  none.  The  consequence  is  that  each  is  loved 
without  pause  or  stint  by  her  especial  friend,  and  troops  of  friends  and 
admirers  flock  about  both. 

This  ability  to  stand  alone  and  be  happy  does  not,  of  course,  preclude 
the  necessity  between  real  friends  of  the  utmost  courtesy,  kindness, 
tenderness,  and  thoughtfulness.  Nothing  can  rightly  be  called  friendship 
where  these  things  are  not  mutually  expressed.  It  simply  means  two 
free  souls  loving  because  they  may  love  and  choose  to  love,  rather  than 
one  soul  loving  and  the  other  half-loving,  half-tolerating,  from  a  sense 
of  strained  tenderness,  and  because  of  the  demand  of  the  other. 

(<  I  have  called  you  friends,  ®  said  the  Master  to  his  disciples.  This 
was  His  tenderest  tribute  of  affection  to  them.  In  these  words  He  put 
His  seal  upon  the  holy,  beautiful  relation  which  has  done  more  to 
enhance,  to  glorify,  and  to  sweeten  and  ennoble  life  than  all  other  influ¬ 
ences  put  together. 

O  Friendship!  thou  divinest  alchemist,  that  man  should  ever  profane  thee! 

—  Douglas  Jerrold. 

Who  knows  the  joys  of  friendship  ?  — 

The  trust,  security,  and  mutual  tenderness?  — 

The  double  joys,  where  each  is  glad  for  both  ?  — 

Friendship  our  only  wealth,  our  last  retreat  and  strength, 

Secure  against  ill  fortune  and  the  world. 

—  Rowe. 

Friendship  has  a  power 
To  soothe  affliction  in  her  darkest  hour. 

—  H.  Kirke  White. 

Hope  not  to  find 

A  friend,  but  what  has  found  a  friend  in  thee  ; 

All  like  the  purchase,  few  the  price  will  pay ; 

And  this  makes  friends  such  miracles  below. 

—  Young. 
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